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ties whofe Names would perhaps be mentioned 
were they lefs known or icfs lamented. 



'tRNOR. ** IVho did tie bloody Deed? 
»oNOK.o. ** The Deed ttuis mine. 

'* Bloody f know it is ; and I exped 

*"*• Tcurlaiosjbould tell me J'o. Tkus fclf C9nde:nn^d 

** / do rffizn ntyfelf into tteif bands \ 

'* rke kunh ef Jufticr.'' 

Or. 5. 3. 
RTWELL. ** If this he nst Love^ it is MaJnefs ; 

and thcn^ it is pardenable.^^ 

Old. Bat. 
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•I pray you, in your letters. 



When you fViall thofe unlucky deeds relate. 

Speak of me as I am. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor let down aught in malice. Then niiift you fpeak 

Of one. that lov'd, not wifely, but too well : 

Of one, not eaCly jealous : but, being wrought, 

Impatient in th' extreme : of one, whofe hand, 

Like the bafc Judean, threw a pearl away 

Richer than all his tribe : of one, whofe cye$p 

Albeit unufed to the melting mood. 

Drop tears as faft as the Arabian trees 

Their medicinal gum. 

Othello. 



It is not necefTary to fay any thing by way 
of Preface^ than to defire the Reader, who 
feels an Inclination to cenfure any of thefe 
Letters, will recollevfl the Perfons by and to 
whom,' and the Situations in which, they 
were written. 



T 



CONTENTS. 



Letter TVyT Page 

LVl E M O I R S of Mifs Ray. xfii 

1. Mr. H. to Mifs — . Huntingdon^ Dec. 4, 1 775. i 

On drinking — he wili not forget their 
appointment. 

2. The Same to the Same. Huntingdon^ Dec. 6. 3 

Declares he will take no advantage of 
her confeffion that ihe loves him — offers 
to fhare his little fortunes with her j 
but, if love conquers gratitude, protcfts 
that fhe iliall pronounce the vidlory and 
the prize. 

3. Mifs — to Mr. H . HuntingJSfy Dec. 7 . — 6 

After fome ftruggle flie declares the vie* 
tpry and the prize, and appoints the next 
d^Y for the latter. 
4.- Mr. H. to Mifs — . Hunting, the fame date. 8 
Refufes to accept the prize, heavenly as 
It is, under the roof of his hoft and her 
benefactor — apology for female frailty— 
*' Celia's pidure." 

5. The Same to the Same. Hunting. Dec. 8. 13 

In confequence of fomething which had 
paft between them, he formally releafes 
htr from a^folemn promife, which ilie had 
made him of blifs on- that day. 

6. Mifs — to Mr. H. Hinchinhrooky 10 Dec, 14 . 

Complains of the kindnefs of his letters 
and his conduct; of his offering to fell * 
out of the snijy, and to many her — 
*' Auld Robin Gray"— begs to fee him 
the next day. 
7. Mr. H. to Mifs — .. Huntingdon, 13 Dec, 18 
On epiftolary prefaces — gjatitude for 
the prize he received yeftercay — no fuch 
word 2L%fatiety. 

A3 8. The 



vi CONTENTS. 

Letter Page 

8. The Same to the Same. Hunting. i\ Dec. 19 

Gmtitude for the blifs. 

9. Mifs — to Mr. H. Hinchinh. Chrijimas day, 21 

Sufpicions of Omiah — cannot meet him 
to-day — wiflies his delicacy would per- 
mit his vi fit in g at HinchingitQok as ulual 
— fends her piflure. 

10. Mr. H. to MIfs — . Huntingdon^ 28 Dec, 24 

Thanks her for condefcending to remove 
his groundlefs caufe of jealoufy—lines on 
her prdlure. 
1 X . The Same to the Same. Hunting. 1 'Jan. 76 25 
On the new year— the foldier, whom (he 
dcfired him to beg off, was not puniihed. 

12. The Same to the Same. Hunting. 8 Feb, 28 

After having been weather-bound three 
weeks by the fnow at Hinchinbrook-^Mty 
eafy at the recolleftibn of the return he 
made to Lord S— '5 hofpitality. 

13. The Same to the Same. Hunting, 16 Fib. 29 

Praifes her perfon end underftanding, 
and her talents for mufic— fpeaks of his 
ungovernable paflions — fends her OJpati^ 
and '• l^gwds fpeech to Lord Dunnu/re.^' 

14. The Same to the Same. Huntings 22 Feb. 36 

On nature ami fublimity in defcription — 
on Robin/on i^rufoe, Faldani and Terefu 
Meunier—Jerninghop^s poem on their 
ftory ridiculed— begs ^^ will not forget 
to-morrow. 

J 5. Mifs -7^ to Mr. H. Hinchinhrookt 2^ Feb. 44 
^Alarmed at his not keeping the appoint- 
ment-^— fad dreams laft night- 
thought he and Lord S - - killed each 
other in a duel. 

1 6. The Same to the Same. Hinchin. 24 Feb. 45 
Lord S — is called to town by bufinefs— 
flie goes up alone, and promifcs to ftop 
Q night on the road — propofes to take a 

hint 



CONTENTS. .\ii 

Letter Page 

hint from the Duke of C. and Lady G. 
at St. Mbittis, 

17. Mr. H. toMifs — . Hunting. 16 Feb. 47 

Impatient tor her journey — lines on her 
birth day— ha§ fent his fervant oflF to pre- 
pare things where flie is to ftop. 

18. Mifs to Mr. H. Hinchinbrwk^ 27 Feb, 50 

His fcheroes are planned in vain— it \^ 
fettled fhe goes up poft, and goes 
through in a day. 

19. Mr. H. to Mifs — . Hocherill, \ Marcli. $2 

Does not thank her ior contirving to flop 
at Hockerill, becaufe fhe enjoined him 
not I and the purity of his afFeftion will 
not fuffer him — reminds her of a key fhe 
promifed him to the Admiralty, but de- 
clares Lord S—'s roof fhall nevermore 
be infulted with their joys— a fong. 

20. The Same to the Same. Can. Cof. Ho. 1 7 Mar. $ 5 
Protefls folemnly that what he had juft 
told her about marrying her, came from 
the bottom of his heart— never fhall be 
in his fenfes till fheconfents — will never 
more fuffer her to make him happy, till 
fhe fuffers him to make her his wife. 

a I. The Same to the Same. The fame date. ib, 
Infifts upon her explaining what fhe 
meant Juft now, by an infuperahle reafon 
for not marrying him. 

32. M ifs — to Mr.' H . Admirahyy the fame day. 5 7 
Fate flands between them — they are 
deomed to be wretched— why cannot 
they imitate FaUom and Terefa f^^fhc 
* 'ould die with pleafure by his hand— 
her infuperable reafon is the circumflance 
of her debts — fhe fwears fhe will never 
marry him while fhe owes a fhillirg— 
tharirs him tor determ'ning to drop all 
particular intercourfe till their marri- 



viii CONTENTS. 

Letter Page 

age — ^begs him ta tear himfelf away, and 
join his regiment in Ireland.- 

^3- A/ir. H. toMifs — . Can. Coff. Ho, ij Mar. 6t 
He will endeavour to take her cruel ad- 
vice, and join his regiment. 

24. Mifs to Mr. H. Jdmiredty 19 Mar, 64^ 

Begs him not to write, nor fee her fo 
often — intreats him on the bended knees 
of love to go. ^ 

25. Mr. H. to Mifs — , Ireland, 16 Mar. 65 

Love and tendernefs on their cruel repa- 
ration. 

26. The Same to the Same Ireland, ^ April. 68 

On their (ituation, and a word of the 

Iri^, 
%']. ThcSam^e to the Same. Irelandy zo Jpril, 70 

On the wealth of poets — a poem '*' on 

the Love of our Country " 
a 8. The Same to the Same. • Ireland^ 3 Ma^^ 77 

Written with an affc6lat ion of good fpirits 

returns a bank note rtie had lent him — 

anecdote of Mifs Catley. 

29. *^rheSame to theSame. Ireland, %^ May. 80 

Refufes to let her go upon the ftage for 
their fupport — ifo^</i«^A<iiw murdered by 
his wife and her paramour, at Flamhof 
rff'fg^— pedigree of the word bumper. 

30. The Same to the Same. Ireland, 18 June. 82 

Prophecy of Ireland — the author of Jw- 
m«jr— character of Mrs. f *••, and of 
her hufband, who can do every thing 
but lofe at cards —letter from Lord Go^tu- 
ff, recommending Samuel *Johnfon to 
Stvift. 

31. Mifs— — to Mr. H. England, 2$ June. 90 

Lively reproof of jfaloufy for what his 
laftfaidof Mrs.****. 

32. Mr. H. 



CONTENTS. it 

Letter Page 

3Z. Mr.H. toMifs^ . Ireland^ i Ju^. 91 

Love and tendernefs — begs her to I'end 

him " Werther." 

33. MiTs to Mr H. England, 20 j^ug* 93 

Uneafy, diftrcfled, at not hearing for fo 
long a I line — apprehenfive that he may 
have feen " Werther"^ (which flie begs 
him never to read) and may have follow- 
ed the horrid example — a diftrafted ad- 
drefs to any perfon in whpfe hands her 
letter may fall. 

34. Mr. H. to Mife . Ireland^ \o Sept. 94 

His late filence occafioned by illnefs— 
anecdote of a letter in the 71ft ntmber 
of the Spe£tator. 
35,. The Same to the Same. Ireland, 1$ Sept. 97 
Charafter of Mr. « » * * ^--Irijh robbery 
— anecdote of Irijh hiflory. 

36. The Same to the Same. Ireland, 18 Sept, 103 

Story of Count Alhtrti — poetical ridicule 
of an aftrologica.l father. 

37. The Same to the Same. Irl.iSJan. 1777. ii2_ 

Lord Hot court c[VL\ts his vice-royalty — as 
an anfwer to her reproofs for the tender- 
nefs of his letters, fends lier a letter to 
Lady Marlborough from her royal miftrefs. 

38. The Same to the Sam,e. belandy 6 Feb, 1 16 

Extraordinary will of Jane Di^con^ a 
Scotch fuicide. 

39. The Same to the Same. Ireland^ 27 M«r. 1 20 

A beautiful Trench poem. 

40. The Same to the Same. Ireland, 20 Apr. 1 22. 

In anfwer to one that does not ap- 
pear, by which he learnt fhe is very 
ill — anecdote of the death of the Iri/h 
Chief Juftlce, Sir William ror)^(?— deter- 
mined to go to England, in confequence 
ot her illnefs, though for that purpofe 
be Hiould be obliged to fell out, 

A 5 /^v, *^V^ 



CONTENTS. 

Letter Page 

4 1 . The Same to the Same. Can. Cof. Ho. 4 M^y . 1 2$ 

Diftradled that he cannot gain admit- 
mittance at the Admiralty, in confe- 
quence of her dangerous illnefs. 

42. Mifs 's maid to Mr. H. J^m 4 Mny. 126 

Written from Mifs 's mouth — ihe is 

given 07er, and dying. 

43. Mifs. (finiflied by her maid) to Mr. 

H. The fame date, ^o'clock. ih. 

Her diforder has taken a fudden turn for 
the better. 

44. Mr. H. ta Mifs——. Cannon Coffee-Ho. 

27 June, i o'clock. 128 

The day on which Dr. Dodd fuffered — 
he was prefent — oblervations thereon^ 
almofl broke his chafte refolutions of/or- 
hearance in their firft interview after her 
late recovery— defends his felling out of 
the army — propofes to take orders. 

45. The Same to the Same. 7 July. \yj 

Abfolutely forbids her keeping her ap- 
pointment with Mrs. Yates, about going 
on the ftage. 

46. The Same to the Same. Croydon, 20 Bept. 1 38 

Some curious fubjedls for painting. 

47. The Same to the Same. 5 F^^. 1778. 143 

Fought a duel in the morning. 

48. The Same to the Same, -^flreety z March. 147 

Refledlions on Oeppfs fhooting Mrs. 
Knighfly-^ihe purity of Mifs — 's hands 
from bribes. 

49. ^rhe S:^me to the Same. HockeriUy 5 Sep}. 1 52 

Reflexions' on the forbearance to which 
he has adhered for almoft two years -^ 
on Empfons^i)[iOoX.\t\g Lord Spencer\n\'^\^. 

50. TheSametotheSame.— 7?r^f/,283[^««.79. 155 

It appears he has taken orders — ^jud re- 

rcturncd from his parfonage-houfe in 

Norfolk. 

5 1 . The 



CONTENTS. xi 

Letter Page 

J I . The Same to the Same, ^ftreet, 7 Fet. i $7 
5Z. The Same to the Same. Jit Sea^ 20 Feb, 158 
Deceives her at firft with a letter written 
by the D. of Cumherlmd to Ltdy Grof- 
%feiior — afliires her he ihall never be hap- 
py till they are married — fends her 
•' The moans of the Foreft after the 
batUe of Flodden Field." 

53. The Same to the Same. 24 Feb, 169 

CkattertorCs fuicifm, in ccifequence of 
the wear and tear of his mtud— ftrange 
efFefts of the fame caufe mentioned by 
Tijfot — the finsular feIf-deftru£tion of 
Smith and his Wife in 1739 — yet this 
crime fhould not be called an AngUcifm 
— a more (ingular French anecdote. 

54. The Same to the Same, i March. 18a 

See their ways before themr— in a month, 
or (ix weeks at fiirtheft, marriage will 
make therti happy— -his parfonage-boufe 
he has ordere?^ to be fet m readihefs. 

55. Mr. R. to Charles •- Efqj 20 March, 1 83 

Indifputable grounds for jealoufy of 
Mifs . • 



56. The Same to the Same. 6 April, 

Still ftronger grounds-^is refolved on 
fuicide— -lines written by fome one under 
fuch a rcfolution. 

57. Mr. H. to Mr. B, 7 April, ^ 193 

Refolved on fuicide — commends Mifs — 
to his care. 

58. Mr. H. to Charles ECqiTothilf. S Apr. 195 

Has murdered her and not himfelfi — 
begs him to bring fome poifon, fuch 
as is ftrong enough. 
59 The Same to the Same, g April, ih» 

Come to himfelf^no more thoughts of 
fuicide— will upon no accounts make 
any attempts on his life. 



i 



xii CONTENTS. 

• 
Letter Pag^e 

60. The Same to the Same. Newgate, \^ Apr' 197 

Will not ufe arguments to fave his life — 
The fpeech he means to deliver at his 
trial — fotne account of the coromiffion of 
his crime. 

61. Lord S. (as it feems) to Mr. H. 17 April. 201 

Offers to ufe intereft, that, notwith- 
ftanding he is found guilty, he may not 
fuffer. 

62. Mr. H. inanfwer. Condemned cell, fame day. zo2 

Thanks fpr, but refufal of, the offer — 
, / begs his kindnefs to her dear infants, and 
his pardon for her and for himfelf. 

63. Mr. H. to Charles Efq; 1 7 April, kc. ih. 

Contents of loofe papers (written be- 
tween Saturday-night and Monday, the 
day of his execution), put together as 
one letter. 

64. The Same to the Same. Tyhurn. 220 

Written with a pencil juft before his 
execution— he dies a. Chriftian, and 
penitent, and every thing his friend can 
wifh him. 

65. Charles — Efq; to Gen. — 20 Aug. 1779. ^^^ 

Some accoujit of the foregoing letters — 
H.'s ideas of his unpardonable criminali- 
ty in determining jto deftroy himfelf. 



MEMOIRS QF MISS RAY. 

( Not in the London Edition, ) 



The following /ic count of Miss Ray» C/ai4 

to be written by a Gentleman of this City^^) 

firft appeared in the Hibernian Magazine, 

for April, 1779, and is mw^ by particular 

Dejirey republijled. 

Dublin, 20 Aug. 1780; 

JUoy quis & me^ inquit^ miferanty & t€ perditity Orpheuf 
Jamque vale : feror ingenti circumJata noSie^ 
InvaliJafque tibi tendensy keu ! non tua^ palmas. Virg. 

Then thus the fair : what fury fciz'd on thee, 

Unhappy man ! to lofe thyfelf and mc > 

And now farewell ! invoiv'd in (hades of night. 

For ever I am rayifh'd from thy fight : 

In vain I reach my -feeble hands to join 

In fweet embraces, »h ! no longer thbe' ! Drydei^* 
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ID we live in the days of tonight errantry, when 
the paflion of love infpired its votaries with fenti- 
ixients which frequently produced the moft extraor- 
dinary efFefls, the tranfaflions of which we are now 
to treat, might pafs unnoticed j but the prefent po- 
liiKed and enlightened age has exploded as chimeri- 
caly ideas which are now to be found but in the rude 

♦Mr'. Christopher Jackson. 
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legends of the middle ages ; — ferve to embelli/li the 
agreeable fictions of the poets ; — or to work up the 
wonderful and pathetic of a moder^ii novel. 

Illicit love novir reigns triumphant, pervading 
all degrees, from the peer, (we had almoft faid 
prince,) to the peafant: obedient to its impulfe, or 
the llronger diftatts of intereft, the fair ones of the 
prefent age fubmit their mercenary charms i and the 
men equally diftinguiflied for dilFipation and incon- 
ftancy, relinquilh the hcppirtefs of a virtuous union, 
to violate the marriage bed ;— engage in the lauda- 
ble purfuits of feduftion ; — or revel in the arms of 
incontinent beauty. 

The recent and deplorable adl of Mr. Hackman, 
in whatever point of view it is con fidered, affords to 
thofe who make human nature the obje<ft of their 
iludy and enquiry, a remarkable incident in its hifto- 
ry, — and a query naturally arifes, which we flial], 
however/ fubmit to the cafulft ; — ** Whether love 
and malice to the fame objeft can dwell together in 
the fame breaft ?" Mr. Hackman fliot at Mifs Rav 
bccaufe he loved her j but how are we to reconcile 
the fentiment with the a6t ? certain it is, that Mifs 
Ray in the premature, and deplorable death, which 
fKe received by the hands of her admirer, experienc- 
ed no lefs than flie could cxpeft or feel from the ef- 
fects of his moft deadly hate •. 

That 

m 

* After the murder of Mifs Ray, two letters were found in 
Mr. Hackman*8 pocket ; one, a copy of a letter which he had 

WtittCQ 
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That " enjoyment is the grave of defire,"— is an 
aphorifni in love, better verified" by experience than 
many in Hippocrates or Boerhaave ; but, in dircft 
cbntradiftion to a generally received, and well- 
founded maxim, we find Mr. Hackman, after a long 
and particular intimacy with Mifs Ray, during whicli 
ihe not only encouraged his addrefles, but favoured 
him with that laft proof of her efteem, by which 
thofe who are beA acquainted with the fenrnle heart, 
mufl acknowledge, that the (Incerity of women in 
matters of love, can only be truly afcertained ; as it 
is alfo the moft trying teft of that conftancy, which 
the men are apt to profefs^ but whofe ultimate ob- 
jeft is generally pofleffion; and whofe attentions and 
admiration is too frequently found to decreafe from 
the time that objeA is attained. But Mr. Hackmaa's 
affe^ion is faid to have continued unchanged, and 
his attachment unalterably fixed, from the commence- 
ment of their amoiu*, to its final, and fatal termina- 
tion*. 

Notwith- 

writtcn to Mifs Ray, tnd the other to his brolher-ia-Iaw, in 
Bow-ftrcct. The firft of thcfc epiftles is rcpJctc with warm 
cxpreffions of «fFe£tion Co the unfortunate object of his love, and 
«o earned recommenciition of his pafHon. The other contains 
a pathetic reUtion of the melancholy refolation he had taken, ' 
and a confeffion of the caofc that produced it. 

• In the reign of the Enapcror Nero, Octavius Saoit- 
T A^ tribune of the people, intoxicucd with a paflion for Pov- 

t 

Ti A P08THUM1 A, whom he had long enjoyed in the mod un- 
bounded degree of illicit intercourfe, found his love fo increafed 
by polTeffion, that he folicited her, with inceflfant importunity, 

Vk 



-Notwithftanding the elevated iituation in which 
Mifs Ray fhewn, during the laft feventeen years, her 
firft onfet in life is involved in an obfcurity, from 
which our mod diligent enquiry has been able to 
colleft but very few authentic particulars*. The 

diflinc- 

to marry him, fhc however framed vaiious delays and at length 
renounced all correfpondencCjWith him. Sa o i tt a alternately 
ufcd complaints and menaces •, adjuring her by the reputation 
which for her he had ihipwrccked, by the wealth which upon 
her he had totally confumed ; laftly, he told her, that his life 
«nd pcrfon was the only fortune left him, and of that too the dif- 
pofal lay wholly in her breaft. At length, perceiving her deaf 
to all his reafonings, he requeued the confolatlon of one parting 
night; for that thus calmed and gratified, he would thenctforth 
be able to govern his pa-flion. The night was granted and nam- 
ed, and Pont 1 A appointed a maid her confidante to fecure the 
chamber. Saoitta brought with him one freedman, and a 
dagger concealed under hi? robe. The interview began^ as ufu- 
al, in combinations of love and anger, with a medley of chiding 
and befecching, of reproaches and fubmlffion; and part too of 
the night wa«; devoted ♦o joy and embraces : at laft he became 
enraged with expoftulations and defpair, and fuddenly plunged 
his dagger into her heart.. ^ — [Tacitus'' uinnals^ lib. xiii. 

NuU^e funt iuimiclta Jiiji amoris acerha. Prop ep, t. 

IJo enmities fo hitter as thofe <whicb proceed f ram leve, 

■ *' It is," fays Montaiove, *' a furious agitation 

•* that throws them back to an extremity quite' contrary to 
"it* caufe." 

* If probable conjc£tTxre can be admitted to fupply the defi* 
cicncy tof authentic information, it may certainly be made ufe of 
in writing the memoirs of a modern courtezan : tbcir lives are 

generally 
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diftindlions of family or fortune, fo efTential to thofe 
who would rank in the circles of the great and fa/h- 
lonable world, ihed not their luftre on the humble 
fphere of life in which Mift Ray originally moved | 
but thefe adventitious aids, liberal nature amply 
fupplied, by a profufion of her more rare and eftima- 
ble gifts : thecharafter left us by Salluft of the beau- 
tiful, the gay, and accompliihed Sempronia, was pe- 

generally uniform, however as individuals, they may differ in 
point of fituatioo, or perfonal atttadtions!: pleafuie and intereft 
are the ultimate obje&s of their views, and their occupations. 
But the caufcs which lead them to fwerve from thofe prindplea 
of virtue, which conftitute their fex^s nobled boaft, and brightr 
eft ornament, often vary. And firft,' thofe who poifefs that de- 
gree of fentiment, feniU>iIity, and delicacy of thinking, which, 
without a portion of prudence fufficient to 6hc€t them in their 
intercourfe with the world, often proves fubverfive of the vir« 
tue, and de(tru£^ive to the happinefs of their owner. Thefe, 
tho* they are the moft eftimable, are too the moft amiably weak 
principles of our nature ; and mcn'ikilled in the arts of feduc- 
tion, who, Proteus like, can aflume the femblance of vice, or 
virtue, at will ; find a peculiar facility in making theie quali« 
ties the ready inftruments to efFedt the ruin of their pofTeiTor. 

Over fuch amiable victims, virtue mournfi, and fympathy pays 
the tribute of a tear, to the Unienuble faie of Icnfibility and 
beauty. 

tn the fecond rank may be daifed thofe, who, with perhaps, 
an equal (hare of beauty, have hearts which are lefs fufceptible 
of tender tmprefllons : fuch form an early and i| juft eftimate of 
the world ; as well as of their own qualities and endowments; 
acquire the art of difplaying thefe to advantage, by attention to, 
and a dextrous management of the paflionfi, and foibles of their 
admirers. Among the latter we (hall place Mifs Ray. 
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ciiHarljr applicable to Mifs Raj. • She was beauti- 
.fuly excelled in mufic, fioging, and dancing, with 
'•'^gttag^ at ber command, fhc could fuit it ro any 
•ccafion i was modefl, alluring, and wanton in it, by 
turns; and to ium up all, fhe had the readieft concep- 
lion, and a fund of vivacity never to be exhaufted/ 

Mifs Martha Ray was born in the year 1746. 11 er 
ivther, Mr. Jonathan Ray,' was formerly a woollen- 
draper, ia Taviftoc-court, Covent-garden, London. 
But his failure in trade, (the confequence, it is faid, 
of Mr. Ray's too great propenfity to plcafurable pur- 
fttits,) taking places-he did not long furvlve the mif- 
fbrtune: the profpeft of impending poverty, and the 
{>oignant reffe^ioiwof having reduced from a flate of 
affluence and independence, to want &nd diftrefs, an 
amiable wife and family, contributed to haden his 
death ; foon after which Mrs, Ray, with her two 
daughters, (of whom Mifs Martha Ray is faid to 
have been the ybungeft,) retired to obfcufe lodgings 
in Ckrkenwell ; where they continued to refide for 
a number of years. Mrs. Ray followed the profef- 
fion of a mantua-maker- 

During Mifs Ray's refidence at Covent-garden, 
flie had conftantly attended the amufements of the 
theatre: to her lively fancy, it then prefented pecu- 
liar alui-ements, and fhe contra6led a prediledtion for 
it, which ihe ever after retained. At length, mo- 
tives of neceffity, as well as inclination, induced her. 
to embrace a theatrical life ; and fhe was fcarcely 
fixteen, at her firft appearance as a public finger, on 

Co vent- 



Coven t-gardcn theatre. Tho' young, fhe alrea- 
dy difplayed charms, which., indicated — beauty 
«M>ening into' perfection : her perfon was enr 
^gaging, and her Toice flexible, full, and har* 
monious ; all contributed to the eclat with 
which her firft performance was received ; the con- 
noifTeurs in beauty, and the critical judges of vocal 
excellence, were equally unanimous, and flattering^ 
in the praife which they beilow^d, and the future 
excellence which they announced. 

In a fituation fb.confpicuous, ilie foon became the . 
obje^ of general attention ; and every day encreafed 
the number of her admirers : (many of whom were 
profefTed (uitors), among thefe, Mr. Hackman was 
diftinguiihed by Mifs Ray with peculiar marks 
of efleem. Mr. Hackman to a fine perfon, ad- 
ded thofe captivating graces of addrefs, and con- 
verfation; which form an irreO ft ible union, and which 
rarely fail of making the powerful and favourable 
imprefHon on a female heart. No wonder then, 
that whillt motives of mere intereft induced Mifs Ray 
to engage in amours withfev^^l, who, io rank and 
fortune, were fuperior to Mr. Hackman, that he, on- 
ly fhould boaft of the united poffeflion of her heart 
and perfon. 

Their connection Continued for three years, in an 
uninterrupted flow of reciprocal enjoyment. Time, 
that * clips the wings of love,' perceived no abate- 
ment in Mr. Hackman's affections, he doated on Mifs 
Hay to a degree that bordered on an enthufiailick 
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attachment : but wifKing at once, by the moil hon- 
ourable of ties, to crown and cement his happinefs i. 
he repeatedly propofed marriage to her, which fhc 
cOnftantly rejefted j perhaps like Elolfa, (or the cele- 
brated Mifs C , a lady, who, in our days, hai^ 

adopted the fame doflrine, but with better fortune), 
ihe held that, 

* Love^ free as air, ^t /gh of human ties, 

* Spreads his light vjings^ and in a moment fiies.* Pop E. 

But motives more prudential were aflignedby Mifs 
Ray; a tie of children* by a noble lord, high in of- 
fice, put a bar to their union, and flie was dttemriin- 
edy in oppodtion.to the moil prefling intreaties from 
Mr. Hackman, to cfeclinc matrimony. He being at 
this time an officer in the army, and necefTarily com- 
pelled to leave her at times* her abfence was of too 
painful a nature for an affedtion like his to fuftain with 
fortitude : he again renewed his folicitations to 
Mifs Ray, on the fubjedl, but with no better fucccfs 
than before. 

At the commencement of Mifs Ray's conne6lion 
with Lord S ', fhe is faid to have informed hit 

lordfhip of her prior acquaintance with Mr. Hack- 
man^and of his (ituation in life; and interefted her- 
felf fo eifedlually in Mr. Hackman's Favour, that /lie 
obtained from hfs lordfhip a promife of promoting in 

* Mifs Ray had five children by his iordfhip, one of which, % 
fine youth of Hxtccn, is now a lieutenant m the navy ; and ferv- 
ed under Sir Hugh Pallifer, in the Formidable, during the ac- 
tion of the 27th July lad. 

the 
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the utbioft ejcceti^ Mr. HackmanV Advancement ia 
the churchf, which^ however oppofite to the milit^j 

profcflion 

•f The influence of Mlfs kay over her noble keeper was cx- 
' treme ; and it is /aid, that m'anv who now poffefs lucrative and 
honourable poft<^, in the ecckiia(lica4| civil, and military depart- 
mentr, aie-indcptcd to her mediation for their advancement. It 
h3<: cvcu been aifcited, but wi(h ^hat degree of truth we fhall 
notipretend to determine, that fecieis of S— ^erenot rcfcrvccl 
from this confidential favourite. — See the * Political Duenna,* 
publifhcd a few moaihs fincc; the latyiical ^uthor of which, 
under the name of Clara Raymond, firfl: introduced her hiftory 
to the woild: the reader may foim, fiom the following fcene,Hio 
incomplete idea of the ui^oitunatc lady^s domeftic character, 
and conduct, as well as that of her fond Limbecham. 

Enter Twitcher. 

\^^ell, — this girl is the plague of my life, — my punifliment by 
day, and my torment by night. — ^Yet, fpight of age, and impo- 
tence, I love her, — and — 

SoNQ. Tune. — By him we love offended. 
When thofc we love enrage us, 

How fooh our pafllon flies ! 
The flut can re-engage us. 
And kill us with her eyes ! 

Laft night, the little gipfy 

I bid depart my houfe j 
She told me I was tipfey. 

Nor valued me a foufc. 

Yet, were (he now to enter. 

And catch mc in this place : 
I fear I fcarcc could venture. 

To look upon her face. 

When thofc wc love, &c, 
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Ijrd&fSfon, was confidered by the latter as the moft 
tHgiWciine he coUld eggage in; and as prefcnting 

the 

The liule, artful baggage, 

Has often faid (he lov*d ; 
And tho* next hour (he wronged me, 

I told her I approved. . 

That all (he did was charming, 

So long as (he was kind ; 
When with a fong (he pays mc, 

Her faults are thrown behind. 

Enter Clara Raymond. 

Clara. Where is this tyrant keeper of mine > this lord of an- 
chors and cables > this emperor of the dock yards ? — O ! are you 
there ? — ^You fneaking, pimping, incapable — Oh ! I could tear 
your eyes out, you old goat \ you a peer I — you are nothing 
but the pander of your own vices ; like Chartres, you have long 
defcrved the gallows, for what you have done, and what you 

cannot do. 

Twitcher. Soft, ray Clara, — foftly, 1 bcfccch thee, — a piano 
aote, my lovely girl. Thou knowcft I cannot bear that thun- 
dering found. — Come, Clara, bufs and be friends.— ^ing me a 
fong, you little devil. 
Clara. Not 1 truly, — I'll neither kifs nor ling, (pceviflily. 
/ Twitcher. Indeed but you muft, my Clara. 
Clara. Buy me the diamond necklace then. 
Twit. I would, if I could (pare cafli ; — but upon my honour- 
Clara. O I curfe your honour,.-^! Ml have none on't. — The 
necklace, Sir, or the ready money,— or I'm off,— pofitively.ofF. 
Why I was better off when I wasa mantua maker iBCletkenwell, 
than I am with you, cruel and Wkkbd that you are.— (weeps. 

Twitcher. Nay, my lovdy f irl, I cannot bcai^thofe tears,-— 
kere^— here,^take UH«>ill for tiioxulrcid -y tod thou ihftlt havo 

the 
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' tkc greateft probability of fpecdy preferment. Short* 
ly after, he quit the military habit, and afiumed that 

-.: ■ of 

the remainder to-morrow : damn it, whtc fignifies mincing the 
matter,>-l mud fqaeeze the chefl at Chatham. 

Song. Tune, — How oft, Louift, Sec 

How oft, my Clara, haft thou faid, 

(The fondnefs of thy heart to prove, ) 
That Twitcher was thy deareft friend. 

Nor would'ft thou fcek another Jove. 

And by thofc lips that fweetly fworc. 
And by thofe eyes that fhine fo bright, 

I ne'er lovM woman fo before, 
For Clara is my foul's delight. 

Then let me prcls thofe ruby lips, 

And on that lovely brcaft- repofe. 
Exhaling fi-ag:ance fiom thy breath ; 

Fiagiance that far excels the rofe. 

Thus let us fpcnd the livelong day, 

And thus the tedious nights beguile ; 
The cares of ftate I (hall not feel. 

So Clara fing, and Clara Imile ! 

Clara. Why, aye, this is fomcthing like breeding; t compli- 
mentary fong, and a hundred guineas : but I mud have the reft 
to-morrow. 

Twitcher. Pofitively.— But give me one fong, my charmer, 
Clara. I believe I have a little piece you have not yet heard, 
and you arc fuch a bewithing devil there is no refufing you any 

thing. 

Sovo. Tunc.— Adieu thou dreary pile. 

Farcwcl all angry thoughts, for Twitcher loves, 
And by the folid gold his paiTion proves I 

. r At 
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of the canonical 5 it may, however, be obferved, that 
no refolutions of celibacy, no fentiments of mortifi- 
cation, accompanied or dictated tlie tranfition ; the 
violent paflions of the lover, and thofe objedts which 
conftitute the purfuit of a man of the world, ftill re- 
tained their afcendency. 

Mr. Hackm^n ftill continued to folicit Mifs Ray 
to agree to their marriage j (he, at length, wearied 
out by thefe importunities, is faid to have with- 
drawn herfelf wholly from him. This refolu- 
tion Mifs Ray had adhered to, for upwards of five 
years, during which time Mr.Hackman, with all the 
ardour and folicitous importunity of the moft paflion- 
ate lover, was conftant in his applications to Mifs 
Ray, 'both in perfon and by letter : this is faid to 
have produced a meeting very lately between them ; 
the confequence of which was a quarrel, and her 
forbidding him ever to apply to, or think of hex, 
more } flie then took a final leave of him. 

At home, your virtuous fools may moaping ftay ; 
Give mc the ball, the opera, and the play ! 
Corncly's groves, which fan '^ach foft deflrc. 

And fo, your fervant, my lord ; Vm cngag'd to-night with a 

private party. [Exit Clara. 

Twitchcr, folus. 

■ Enchanting devil !— This girl would be the utter ruin of roe, 
tt fevcnty years of age, if my fortune was not already difiipatedy 
and my character Joll beryond recovery. — But I muft now to bu- 
finefs ; and try how to raife a fam, by advancing fome worihlefs 
fcoundrel over the head of a hundred men of merit. 

END Of THE MEMOIRS. 
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LETTER I. 

To Mifs . 



Huntingdon, Dec. 4, 1774, 



Dear M. 



A E N thoufand thanks for your billet by 
my corporal Trim yefterday. The fellow 
feemed happy to have been the bearer of it, 
becaufe he faw it made me happy. He will 
be as good a foldicr to Cupid as to Mars, I 
dare fay. And Mais and Cupid are not now 
to begift their acquaintance, you know. 

B Whichever 
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Wliichever he fervcs, you may command 
him of courfe, without a compliment ; for 
xVenns, I need not tell you^ is the mother of 
Cupid, and mittrefs of Mars. 

At prefent the drum is beating up under 

^ my window for volunteers to Bacchus — In 

[. plain Englifli, the dium tells me dinner is 

ready i for a drum gives us bloody-minded 

;> heroes an appetite for eating, as well as for 

•.fighting; nay we get up by the beat of it, 

: and it every night fends, or ought to fend 

; us, to bed and to'fleep. To-night it will 

' be late before I get to one or the other, I 

fancy — indeed, the thoughts of you would 

prevent the latter. But, the next difgracc 

to refufmg a diallenge, is refufing a toaft. 

The merit of a jolly fellow and of a fpungc 

is much about the fame. For. my part, no 

• glafs.of any liquor taftes as it fhould to me, 

but when I kifs my M. on the rim. 

Adieu— Whatever hard fervice I may 
have after dinner, no quantity of wine (hall 
make me yet drop or forget my appoint- 
ment with you to-morrow. We certainly 

. were 
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were not feen yefterday, for reafons I will - 
give you. 

Though you (hould per fill in never be- 
ing mioe, 

Ever, ever 

« 

Tour's. 



LETTER IL 

ft 

To the Same, 

Huntingdon^ Dec. ^, 177$, 
M/ dcareft M. 

No — I will not take advantage of the 
fweet, reluvStant, amorous confeffion which 
your candour gave me yefterday.. If to 
make me happy be to make my ,jVI. other- 
wife; then, happinefs, Til none of thee. 

And yet I could argue. Suppofe he has 

bred you up -Suppofe you do owe your 

numerous accomplifhments, under genius, 
to him are ycu therefi^re his property ? 
Is it as if a horfe tliathe has bred up (hould 
rcfufe to carry him ? Suppofe you theieforc 

B a are 
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me his property — ^Will the fidelity of fo 
many years weigh nothing in the fcale of - 
gratitude ? 

Years— why, can obligations (fuppofe 
they had mt been repaid an hundred fold) 
do away the unnatural difparity of years ? 
Can they bid five-and-fifty (land ftill (the 
leaft that you could afk), and wait for five- 
and twenty? Many women have the fame 
obligations (if indeed there h^ many of the 
fame accompli fhments) to their fathers. 
They have the additional obligation to 
them (if, indeed, it be an obligation) of^ 
exiftence. The difparity of years is fome- 
times even lefs. — ^But, muft they there- 
fore take their fathers to their bofoms? 
Muft the jeflamine fling its tender arms 
around the dying elm ? 

To my little fortunes you are no ftranger. 

Will you (hare them with me? And you 

fliall honeftly tell his lordfhip that gratitude 

taught you to pay every duty to him, till 

iove taught you' there were other dirties 

which you owed to H. 

"* - Gracious 
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Gracious Heaven that you would pay 
them ! 

But did I not. fay I would not take ad- 
vantage? I will not. .1 will even remind 
you of your children ; to whom I, alas, 
could only (hew at prefent the affeSlion of a 
father. 

M.. weigh us in the fcales. If gratitude 
out -balance love — (b. 

If you command it, I fwear by love, I'll 
Join my regiment to-morrow. . 

If love prevail, and infill upon his dues\ 
you fhall declare the vidory and the prize. 
I will t^ke no advantage. 

Think over this. Neither will I take 
you by furprize. Sleep upn it^ before' you 
teturn your anfwer. Trim Ihall make the 
old excufe to-morrow. And, thank Hea- 
ven \ to-night you fleep alone. 

Why did you fing that fweet fongyefter- 
day, though I fo preflcd you .? Thofe words 
and your voice, were too much. 

No words can fay how much I am 
your's. 

B3 LET- 
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LETTER in. 
To Mr. . 

M. 

My detr H. 

Herb has been a fad piece of work ever 
fince I received your's yefterday. But, 
don't be alarnied— We are not difcovered 
to the prophane. Our tender tale iiS only 
known to — (whom does your fear fuggeft ?) 
—to love and gratitude, myH. And they 

ought both for twenty reafons^ to be your 
friends, I ain fure. 

They have been trying yourcaufe, ever 
fince the departure of honcfl: Trim yefter- 
day. Love, though in my opinion not fo 
blind,, is as good a jaiftice, a^ Sir John 
Fielding. I argued the matter ftoutiy — my 
head on his lordfhip's fide of the queftion, 
my heart on your'a At laft they feemed 
to fay, as if the oath of allegiance, which 
I had taken to gratitude, at a time when. 
Heaven knows, I had nev^r heard of love, 

fliould 
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(hould be void, and I fliould be at full li- 
berty to^ devote my felf, body and foul, to 
— *But call on me to-morrow before dinner, 
and ril tell you their final Judgment. This 
I will tell you now — ^Ipve fent you the ten- 
dereft wifhes, and gratitude faid I could 
never pay you all I owe you for your noble 
letter of yeftcrday. 

Yet — oh, my H. think not meanly of 
me ever for this Do not you turn advo- 
cate againft me 1 will not pain you 

'tis impoflible you ever (hould. 

Come then to-mo rrow— and furely Omi- 
ah will not murder love ! Yet I thought the 
other day he caught our eyes converfmg. 
Eyes fpeak a language ^all can underftand. 
But, is a child of nature to nip in the 
bud that favourite paffion which his mother 
Nature planted, and ftill tends?— What 
will Oberea and her coterie fay to this, 
Omiah, when you return from making the 
tour of the globe ? They'll black-ball you, 
depend on it. 

What would Roufleau fay to it, my H. ? 

You (hall tell me to-morrow. I will 

B 4 not 



[ ro ] 

be upon mc I fbould be drummed out of 
my regiment for a traitor to intrigue. And 
car* you really imagine Ithink fo meanly of 
your fex ! Surely you cannot imagine I 
think fo meanly of you. Why, then, the 
conclufion of yoxit laft letter but one ? A 
word thereon. 

Take men and women in the lump, the 
villainy of thofe and the weaknefs of thefe 
-—I maintain it to be lefs wonderful that an 
hundred or fo fhould fall in the world, than 
that even one (hould ftand. Is it ftrange 
the ferpent conquered Eye? The devil 
againft a woman is fearful odds. He has 
conquered men, womens* conquerors ; he 
he has made even angels fall. 

Oh, then, ye parents, be merciful in your 
wrath. Join not the bafe betrayers of your 
children — drive not your children to the 
bottom of the precipice, becaufe the vil- 
lains have drive* them hal^ way down, 
where (fee, fee !) many have flopped them- 
felves from falling further by catching hold 
of fortie ftraggling vittoe or another which 
decks the fteep-down rock. Oh, do not 

force 
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force their weak hands from their hold — 
their laft, laft hold! The dcfcent from 
crime to crime is natural, perpendicular, 
headlong enough, of itfelf— do not incrcafe 
it. 

** Can women, then, no way but back- 
ward fall ?" 

Shall I a(k your pardon for all this, M. ? 
No, there is no occafion, you fay. 

Biit to-morrow — for to-morrow led me 
out of my ftrait path, over this feavful pre- 
cipice, where I, for my part, trembled 
at every ftep I took, left I fliould topple 
dowri headlong. Glad am I to be once 
more on plain ground again with my M. \ 

To-morrow, about eleven, V\\ be with 
you— but, let me find you in your riding 
drefs, and your marife ready. 1 have laid a 
plan, to which neither honour nor dclic!^cy 
(and I always confult both before I propofe 
any thing to you) can make the leaft obje<Sti- 
on. This once, truft to me— PU explain 
all to-morrow. Pray be ready, in your 
riSfig'drefs f Need I add, in that you know 

I think 
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I think becomes you moft? No— Love 
would have whifpered that. 

Love (ball be of our party — He ftiall 
not fuffer the cold to approach you — ^he 
iTiall fpread his wings over your bofom— he 
Ihallneftlein your dear arms — he (hail- 
When will to-morrow come ? What tor- 
turing dreams muft I not bear to-night ! 

I (end you forile lines which I picked up 
fomewhere— I forget where. But I don't 
think them much amifs. 

CELIACS PICTURE. 

To paint my Celia, I'd devife 
Two fummer funs, in place of eyes ; 
Two lunar orbs (hould then be laid 
Upon the bofom of the maid -, 
Bright Berenice's auburn hair 
Should, where it ought, adorn my fair ; 
Nay all the figns- in heaven (hould prove 
But tokens gf my wondrous love. 

All, did I fay ? Yes, all, fave one 

Her yielding waift (hould want a Zone. 



LETTER 
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LETTER V. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, 8th Dec. 1775. 

r 

Then I releafe my deareft foul from her 
promife about to-day. If you do not fee 
that all which he can claim by gratitude, I 
doubly claim by love ; I have done, and 
will for ever have done. I would purchafe 
my happinefs at any price but at the ex- 
pence of your's. 

Look over my letters, think over my 
condudt, confult your own heart, and read 
thefe two long letters of your writing, which 
I return you. Then, tell me whether we 
love or not. And-^if we love (as witnefs 
both our hearts) — (hall gratitude, coM gra- 
titude, bear away the heavenly prize that's 
only due to love like our's } Ihall my ri^t 
be acknowledged, and muft he poflefs the 
caflcet ? Shall I have your foul, and ftiall 
he have your hand, your eyes, your bo- 
foni, your lips, your-^ 

Gracious 
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Gracious God of Love ! I can neither 
write, nor think; Send one line, half a 
line, to 

your own, own 

H. 

LETTER VI. 
ToMr.H . 

H. 10 Dec. 7g, 

Your two letters of the day before yeC- 
terday, and what you faid to me yefterday 
. in my drefling-room, have drove me mad, 
-To offer to fell out, and take the other 
ftep to get m<xiey for us both, was not 
kind. You know how fuch tendernefs dif- 
tradbs me. As to marrying me, that you 
fhould nof do upon any account. Shall the 
man I value be pointed at and hooted for 
ielling himfelf to a Ixird, for a commiflion, 
or fome fuch tWng, to marry his caft mif- 
trefs ? My foul is above my fituation. — Be- 
fidesi, I will not take advantage, Mr. H., 
of what may be only perhaps (excufe me) 

a youth- 
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a youthful paffion. After a more intimate 
acquaintance with me of a week or ten 
days, your opinion of me n^ight very 
much change. And yet — you may love 
ffK as fincerely as I — 

But I will tranfcribe you a fong which I 
don't believe you ever heard me iing, 
though it's my favourite. It is faid to be 

an old Scots ballad nor is it generally 

known that Lady A. L. wrote Vt. Since 
we have underftood each other, I never fung 
it before you, becaufe it is fo defcriptive of 
our iituation how much more fo fince 
your cruelly kind propofal of yefterday! 
I wept, like an infant, over it this morn- 
ing, f - . 

; AULD ROBIN GRAY. 

The iheep were in the fold, and the cowi were all 

at home» 
And all the weary world to red was gone. 
When the woes of my heart brought t|ie tear ia 

mine e'e, 
While my good man lay found by me. 

Young 
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Young Jamie lov'd me well, and he fought me for 

his bride. 
He had but a crown, he had no more beiide ; 
To make the crown a pound, young Jamie went 

to Tea, 
And the crown and the pound, they were both for 

me. 

He had na been gone but a year and a day. 
When uiy father broke his arm, and our cow was 

ftole away ; 
When my mother ihe fell fick, and my Jamie at the 

fea, 
And Auld Robin Gray came wooing to me. 

My father could na work, and my mother could na 

fpin, 
I toiled night and day, but their bread I could na 

win J 
Auld Rob maintained them both, and with tears in 

his e'e. 
Said, •* Jenny for their fakes, oh ! marry me.** 

My heart it faid no, and I wifli'd for Jamie back. 
But the wind it blew fore, and his fliip it prov'd a 

wreck ; 
His fliip provM a, wreck: ah? why did not Jenny 

dee ? 
Why was ihc left to cry—" Ah, woe is mef" 

m 

My 
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My father argued {ore ; though my mother did na 

fpeak j 
She look'd in my face till my heart was fit to break ; 
So auld Robin got my hand '^— -but my heart was in 

the fea, 
" And now Robin Gray is goodman to me. 

1 had na been a wife but of weeks only four^ 
When fitting right mournfully out at my door, 
I faw my Jamie's ghofl, for I could na think 'twas 

he, 
Till he faid, ** Jenny, I'm. come home to marry 

thee." 

Sore did we weep, and little did we fay, . 
We took but one kifs — and we tore ourfelves away; 
I wifh I was dead, but I am hot like to dee,* 
And oh ! I am young to cryr-" Ah> woe is me I'* . 

I gang like a ghoft, and I do not care-to fpin, 

I fain would think on Jamie, but that would be a 

fin; • 
I muft e'en do my beft a good wife to be. 
For auld Robin Gray has been kind to me« 

My poor eyes will only fuffer me to add, 
for God's fake, let me feee my JanJe to- 
morrow. Your name alfo is Jamie. 

^ LET- 
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LETTER VII. 
ToMifk 



Mx life And foul ! 



HnntingdoOy 
13 Dec. 75. 



But I will never more ufe any preface of 
this fort — And I beg you will not. A cor- 
refpondence begins with dear, then my 
deer, deareft, my dcarcft, and fo on, 'till, 
at lail, panting language toils after us in 
vain. 

No language can explain my feelings. 
Oh M. ycfterday, yefterday! Language, 
thou lieft-*-thcre is lip fiich word as /a/ar/y, 
pofitively no fuch word.— Oh, thou be- 
yond my warmeft dreams bewitching! 
what charms f what— 

But words would poorly paint our joys. 
When, when ?— yet you (hall order, go- 
vern every thing. Only remember, I am 
Jun of thofc we truft* 

Arc you now convinced that Heaven 
made us fbi: each other ? By that Heaven, 

by 
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by the paradife of your dear armar, I wili 
be only yours ! • 

Have I written fenfc ? I know not what I 
write. This fcrap of paper ('tis all I can 
find) will hold a line or two more* Imuft 
fill i up to fay that, whatever evils envi* 
ous fate defign me, after thofe few hours 
of yefterday, I never will complain nor 
murmur. 

Misfortune, I defy thee now.— M. loves 
me, and H/s foul had its content mx>ft ab- 
iblute. No other joy like this fuccecds in 
unknown fate* 

LETTER Vnr. 

To the Same* 

HuQtiiigdojiy 

Ta lk not to me of the new year. I art 
a new man. Til be fworn to it I am not 
the fame identical j. H. that I was three 
months ago. You have created me—yes, 
I know what I fay^— created me anew. 
• As to thanking you for the blife I taftc 
* with 
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^ith -you— to attempt it would be idle. 
What thanks can exprefs the heaven of 

heavens 

. But I w-ill obey you in not giving fuch a 
loofe to my pen as I gave the day before 
yefterday. That letter and the verfes it 
contained, which were certainly too highly 
coloured, pray commit to the flames. Yet, 
pray too, as I begged you yefterday, do 
not imagine I thought lefs' chaftely of you 
becauf^ I wrote them. By Heaven, 1 be- 
Ueve your mind as chafle as the fnow which, 
while I write, is driving againft my win- 
dow. You know not what I think of you. 
One time, perhaps you may. 

The lines I repeated to you this morning, 
I fend you. Upon my honour they are 
not mine. I think of them quite as you 
do. Surely an additional merit in them is, 
tliat to the uninitiated, in whom they might 
perhaps raife improper ideas, they are toted- 
fj/ unintelligible. 



LET. 
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LETTER IX. 

To Mr. . 

H. 

ChriftmftS'dfty, 7$. 

My old friend the Corporal looked as if 
he had been taned and feathered yeftcrday, 
when he arrived with your dear billet. Omi- 
ah took up the fugar-cafter, when he few 
him through the parlour window, and pow- 
dered a frefh (lice of pudding, by way of 
painting the fnowy Corporal. Omiah's fim- 
plicity is certainly very diverting, but I 
Ihould like him better, and take more pains 
with him, if I did not think he fufpedled 
fomething. The other day, I am fure he 
came to fpy the nakednefs of the land. 
Thank Heaven, our caution prevented 
him. 

But, why do I call your billet dear^ when 
it contained fuch poetry ? Yet, to confefs 
the truth, it did charm me. And I know 
not, whether as you (ay, thofe, to whom 

it could do any harm, could poiflibly under- 

ftand 
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not yet admitted into the myfteries— thojfe 
who have not yet taken the veil ; or, / 
(hould rather fay, thofe who hare not yet 
thrown off the veil. Why was I not per- 
milted by my deftiny to keep on mine, till 
my H. my Marsfeized me in his ardent arms ? 
How gladly to his arms would I have given 
up my very foul ! 

Gruel fortune, that it can't be fo to-day ! 
But we forgot when we fixed on to-day, 
t|Mit it would be Chriftmas-day • I muft do 
pendnce at a moft unpleafant dinner, as in- 
deed is every meal and every fcene when 
you are abfent— and that, without the con- 
folation -of having firft enjoyed your com- 
pany. To-morrow, however, at theufual 
time and place. Your difcontinuing your 
vifits here, fince the firfl day of our hap- 
pinefs, gratifies the delicacy of us both. 
Yet, may it not, my H., raife fufpicions 
elfewhere? Your agreeable qualities \yere 
too confpicuous not to make you milled. 
Yet, ym are the beft judge. 

My poor, innocent, helplefe b^bes! 
Were it not on your account, your mother 

would 
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would not all the part (he docs.— What is 
Mrs. Yates's fuilaining a charatfter well for 
one evening ? Is it (b trying as to play a 
party and a bafe one too, rnorning, noon, 
and night i^^Night ! But I will not make 
my H. uneafy. 

At leaft, allow that I have written you 
a long fcrawl. Behold, I have fent you a 
tolerable good fubftitute for myfelf. It is 
reckoned very like. I need not beg you 
not to (hew it. Only remember, the 
painter's M. is not to rob your own M. of 
a certain quantity of things called and 
known by the nameof k'fles, which I hum- 
bly conceive to be her due, though (he ^as. 
been difappointed of them to-day. 

So, having nothing further to add at 
prefent, and the poft being juft going out, 
I remain with all truth, 

Dear Sir, 

Your moil humble fervant, 

M. 

There's 
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There's a pretty conchiCon for you. Am 
I not a good girl ? I (ball become a moft 
elegant correfpondent in time, I fee. This 
. paragraph is the poftfcript, you know — 
and (hould therefore have been introduced 
by a well flourifhed P. S. the Sir Clement 
Cottrel upon thefe occafions. 

LETTER X. 

ToMifs . 

Huntingdoiif 
28 Dec. 75. 

Your condefcenfion in removing my 
moft groufidle/s' czuk of jealoufy yefterday, 
was more than I deferved. ' How I expofed 
myfelf by my violence with you ! But, I 
tell you my paflions are all gunpowder. 
Though, thank God, no Othello, yet 

am I 

" One not eafily jealous; but, being 

wrought,. 
" Perplex'd in th' extreme ;" 

And that God knows how I love you, 
worftiip you, idolize you. 

How 
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How could I think you particular to fuch 
a: thing as B ? You faid you forgave me to- 
day, and I hope you did. Let me have it 
again from your own dear lips to-morrow, 
inftead of the next day. Every thing (hall 
be ready— and the guitar, which I wrote 
For, is come down, and I'll bring the fong 
and you (hall fing it, and play it, and I'll 
beg you to forgive me, and you (hall for- 
give me, and,— five hundred ands be- 
(ides. 

Why, I would be jealous of this (heet 
3f paper, if you kiflfed it with too much 
rapture. 

What a fool ! — ^No, my M., rather fay 
— what a lover ! 

Many thanks for your pidure. It is 
like. Accept this proof that I have exa- 
mined it. 

Tis true, creative man, thine art can teach 
The living pidure every thing but fpeech! — 
True, thou haft drawn her, as (he is, all fair, 
Divinely fair! her.lips, her eyes, her hair! 

C ^ Full 
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Full well I know the fmile upon that face- 
Full well I know thofe features* every 
grace ! 

But what is this— my M/s mortal part- 
There is a fubjed beggars all thine art : 
Paint but her mind^ by Heav'n ! and thou 

(halt be^ 
Shalt be my more than pagan deity.— 
Nature may poflibly have caft, of ^/rf. 
Some other beauty in as fair a moidd— 
But all in vain )ou'll fearch the world to 

find 
Another beauty with (o fair a mind. 



LETTER XI. 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, i Jan. 177^. 

Lest I (hould not fee you this morning, 
I will fcribble this before J mount honeft 
Crop ; that I may leave it for you. 

This is a new year. May every day of 
it be happy to my M. May— but don't 

you 
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you know there's not a wifti of blifs 1 do 
not wifh you ? 

A new year — I like not this world, 

m 

There may be new Ibycfs.-— I lie — there 
may not. M. will never change her H. I 
am fare (he'll never change him for a truer 
lover, 

A new year — 76. Where (hall we be 
m 77 ? Where in 78? Where in 79? 
Where iq 80? 

In mifbry or blifk, ih life or death, in 
heaven or hell — sNhtxtvtx you are there may 
H. be alfo ! 

The foldier whom you defired me to beg 
off, returns thanks to hi$ unknown bene- 
fedtrefs. — Difcipline mull be kept up in our 
way ; but I am fure you will do me the 
juftice to believe I am no otherwife a friend 
to it. 
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L E T T E R^ Xlf. 

w * * 

To the Same. 

Huntingdon, Feb. 8, 1 77^. 

Since the thaw fent me from H. the 
day before y^fterday, I have written four 
times to^ you, and believe verily I fha!l 
write four-and-forty times to you in the 
next four days. The blifs I have enjoyed 
with you thefe three weeks has Increafed, 
not diminifhed, my affedion. Three 
weeks.and more in the famehoufe with my 
M. ! — 'Twiis more than I deferved. And 
yet, to be obliged to refign you every 
night to another! — By thefe eyes, by your 
ftill dearer eyes, I don't think I flept three 
hours during the whole three weeks. Yet, 
yet, '(was blifs. 'How lucky, that I was 
preffed to ftay at H. the night the fnow fet 
in ! Would it had fnowed till doomfdayj 
But, then, you muft have been h's every 
night till doomfday. Now, ray happy 
lime may come. 

Though 
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Though I had not ftrength to refift when 
under the fame roof with you, ever fince 
we parted, the recolleftion that it was his 
roof has made me miferable. Whimfical, 
that he fhould bid you prefs me, when I at 
firft refufed his folicitation. — Is H. guilty 
of a breach of hofpitality ? 

I muft not queftion — I muft not think, I 
muft not write. — But, we will meet as wc 
fixed. * 

Does Robin Gray fufped? — Sufpe£t! 
And is H. a fubjed for /ufpicion ? 



LETTER XIII. 

To the Same. 

Haotingdon, 16 Feb. 1*^16. 

Every time I fee you I difcover fome 
new charm, fome new accomplifliment. 
Before Heaven, there was not a tittle of 
flattery in what I told you yefterdj^y. No- 
thing can be flattery which I fay of you, for 

C 3 no 
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no invention, no poetry, no any thing can 
- come up to what I think of you. 

One of our Kings faid of the citizens of 
his good city of London, that when h^ 
confidered their riches^ he was in admiration 
at their underftandings-^whai he coafider* 
ed their underftanding^, he was in admira- 
tion at their riches. Juft fo do I with regard 
to your perfon and your mind, but for a 
different reafon. — Nature was in o.ne of 
her extrav^^nt moods when flje put you 
together. She might have made two cap- 
tivating women out of you — by my foul, 
half a dozen ! Your turn for mufic, and 
excellence in it, would be a fufficient ftock 
cf charms for the moll difagreeable woman 
to fet up with in life. Mufic has charms 
to do things moft incredible, mufic — 

Now (hall I, with the good-humoured, 
digreflive pen of our favourite Montaigne 
in his entertaining Eflays, begin with love, 
and end with a treatife upon the Gamut. 

Yet to talk of raufic, is to talk of you. 
M. and mufic are the fame. What is mufic 

mthout 
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without yoii? And harmony has turned 
your mind, your perfon, your ever]^* look, 
and wordi and adion. 

Obferve — when I write to you I never 
pretend to wiite fenfe. I have no head ; 
you have made me all heart, from top to 
bottom. Senfe— why, I am out of my 
fenfes, and have been thefe fix weeks. 
Were it poJTible my fcrawls to you could 
ever be read by any one but you, I (hould 
be called a madman, I certainly am either 
curftor bleft (I know not which) with paf- 
fions wild as the torrent's roar. Not- 
withftanding I take this (imile from water, 
the element out of which I am formed, is 
fire. Swift had water in his brain : I have 
a burning coal of fire : your hand can light 
it up to rapture, rage, or madnefs. Men, 
real men, have never been wild enough for 
my admiration : it has wandered into the 
ideal world of fancy. Othello (but he 
(hould have put k'm/elf to death in his wife's 
fight, not his wife), Zanga, are my herces. 
Milk-and-water paffions are like fenti- 

C 4 mental 
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mental comedy. Give me (you fee, how, 
like your friend Montaigne, I ftrip myfelf 
of my (kin, and (hew you all my veins 
and arteries even the playing of my heart) 
give mcy I fay, tragedy, afFecfling 
tragedy, in the world, as well as in the 

theatre. 1 would maffacre all mankind 

fooner than lofe you. 

This is mere madnefs ; 
And thus, a whHe. the fit will work on 

him; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove 
When that her golden couplets are dif- 
clofed, '" " : 

His filence will fit drooping. 

Inconfiftent being ! While I am ranting 
thus about tragedy, and blood, and murder 
—behold, I am as weak as ^ woman. My 
tears flow at but the idea of lofing you. 
Yes, they don't drop only ; they pour ; I 
fob, like a child. Is this Othello, is this 
Zanga ? We know not what we are, nor 
what we may become. 

This 
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This I know, that I am and ever will be 
your's and only your's. 

I fend you Oflian. You will fee what a 
favourite he is with me, by fome drawings, 
and pieces of (what your partiality will 
call) poetry, which accompany the bard 
of other times. Should you quit this 
world before me, which fate forbid, often 
(haH I hear your fpirit (if I can be weak 
enough to furvive you) calling me from the 
low-failing cloud of night.— They abufe 
Macpherfon for calling them tranflations. 
If he alone be the author of them, why 
does he not fay fo, and claini the prize of 
fame ; I proteft / would. They who da 
hot refufe their admiration to the compofi- 
tions, ftill think themfelves juftified to 
abufe MacjAerfon, for pretending not to, 
be the author of what they ftill admire. 
Is not this ftrange? 

As we could not meet this morning (how 
long mttft our meetings depend on others, 
and not on ourfelves ?) I was determined, 

C5 • yoit 
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you fee, to have a long converfetion with 
you. 

Pray feal, in future, with better wax, 
and more care. Something colder than 
one of my kifles might have thawed the feal 
of yefterday. But I will not talk of thaw- 
ing. Had the froft and fnow continued, I 
had ftill been with you at H. 

'The remainder of this (my fecond Iheet 
of paper, obferve) fhall be filled with what 
I think a valuable curiofity. The officer, 
whom you faw with me on Sunday, is lately 
come from America. He gave it me, and 
aOures me it is original. It will explain 
itfelf. Would I raight be in your dear, lit- 
tle, enchanted drefling-room, while you 
read it ! 

ne Speech of a Shofwanefe Chiefs to Lord^ 

Dunmore. 

" I appeal to any white man to-day, if 
ever he entered Logan's cabin hungry, and 
he gave him not meat ; if he ever came cold 
or naked, and I gave him not clothing. 

During 
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During4he laft long and bloody war, Logan 
remained idle, ignominious, in his cabin^ 
an advocate for peace. Such was my love 
of the Whites, that thofe of mine own 
country pointed at me as they pafled by, 
and faid, " Logan is the friend of white 
men." I had even thought to live with 
you. But the injuries of one among you, 
did away that thought, and dragged me from 
my cabin of peace. Colonel Creflbp, the 
laft fpring, in cold blood, cut off all the 
relations of Logan, fparing neither women 
nor children. There runs not a drop of 
the blood of Logan in the veins of any 
human creature. This called on me for 
revenge. I have fought it. I have killed 
many. Revenge has been fully glutted. 

*' For my country— I rejoice at the- 
beams of peace. But, harbour not the 
thought that mine is the joy of fear. Lo- 
gan never felt fear. He will not turn his 
heel to fave his life. 

*• Who is there to mourn for Logan ?— • 
Not one.'' 

LET- 
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LETTER XIV; 
To the Same. 

Huntingdon, %td Feb. 1 775. 

Ho w filly we were, both of us, not to 
riecolledt your favourite Jenny ? and did 
not Jamie think of her either ? 
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Though mj mother did nz fpeak. 



She look'd in my face, till my heart was fit to 
break.*' 

Was not this exaftly the inftanc« we 
wanted? 

Something more has occurred to me on 
the fame fubjedt. Rather than not write 
to you, or than write to you as defcriptivehf 
as recolledion fometimes tempts me, I 
know you would have me write nonfenfe. 

In Hcrvey's " Meditations" are two 
paffages as fine as they are fimple and 
natural. 

" A beam or two finds its way through 
*' the grates, and refledts a feeble glimmer 

" from 
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" from the nails of the coffins." — " Should 
" the haggard fkeleton lift a clattering 
hand — /' In the latter, I know not whe- 
ther the epithet haggard might not * be 
ipared. 

Governor Holwell, in the account of 
the fufferings at the black hole at Calcutta, 
when he fpeaks of the length of time he 
fupported nature by catching the drops, oc- 
cafioned by the heat, which fell from his 
head and face, adds thefe words — " You 
cannot imagine how unhappy I was when 
any one of them efcaped my tongue!" 
What a fcene ! The happinefs, the exift- 
ence of a fellow creature, dependent upon 
being able to catch a drop of his own 
fweat ! Shakefpeare's fancy could not have 
invented, nor -ever did invent, any thing 
more fublime ; for this is nature, and nature 
itfelf is fublimity. — People write upon a 
particular fituaiion, they do not put them- 
felves m the fituation. We only fee the 
writer, fitting in his ftudy, and working 
up a ftory to amufe or to frighten ; not the 

identical 
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identical Tom Jones, nor Macbeth him- 
felf. 

Can you become the very being you 
defcribe ? Can you look round, and mark 
only that which ftrikes in your new cha- 
rafter, and forget all which ftruck in your 
Qwn ? Can you bid your comfortable ftudy, 
be the prifon of innocence or the houfe of 
mourning ? Can you transform your garret 
of indigence into the palace of pleafure ? 
If you cannot, you had better clean Ihocs, 
than endeavour by writings to intereft the 
imagination. We cannot even bear to 
fee an author only peeping over the top of 
eveiy page,- to obferve how we like him. 
The player I would call a corporal a£tor, 
the writer a mental a£tor. Garrick would 
in vain have put his face and his body in 
all the fituations of Lear, if Shakefpeare had 
not before put his mind in them all. In a 
thowfand inftance^, we have nothing to do 
but to copy nature, if we can only get her 
to fit our pencil. And yet— 4iow few of 

the 
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the moft eminent mafters are hapjjy enough 
to hit off her difficult face exadtly J 

Every perfon of tafte would have been 
certain that Mr. Holwell was one of the 
fufferers in the black hole, only from the 
ihort pa0age I have noticed. 

Robinfon Ciufoe now — what nature ! It 
afFedls us throughout, exadtly in the way 
you mentioned. 

But, Ihall I finifh my differtation ? Come 
— as writing to you gives me fo much plea- 
fure, and as I can't do any thing to you 

but write this morning 1 know you'll 

excufe me. 

Did you ever hear to what Crufoe owed 
his exiftence? You remember Alexander 
Selkirk's ftrange fequeftration at Juan Fer- 
nandez. It is mentioned, I believe, in 
Walter's account of Anfon's Voyage, 
When Captain Woodes Rogers met with 
him and brought him to England, he em* 
ployed the famous Daniel de Foe to revifc 
his papers. That fertile genius improved 
upon his materials^ and compofed the cele- 
brated 
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brated ftory of Robinfon Crufoe. The 
confequence was that Selkirk, who foon af- 
ter made his appearance in print, w^ con- 
fidered as a baftard of Crufoe, with which 
fpiirious offspring the prefs too often teems. 
In De Foe, undoubtedly, this was not ho- 
neft. Had Selkirk given him his papers, 
there could have been na harm in working 
them up his own way. I can eafily con-^ 
ceive a writer making his own ufe of a 
known fadt, and filling up the outlines 
which have been (ketched by the bold and 
hafty hand of fate. A moral may be ad- 
ded, by fuch means, to a particular inci- 
dent ; characters may be placed in their 
juft and proper lights ; mankind may be 
amufed, (and amufements fometimes pre- 
vent crimes) or, if the ftory be criminal 
mankind may be bettered, through the 
channel of their curiofity. But, I would 
not be dilhoneft, like DeFoe ; nor would 
I pain the brcaft of a fmgle individual con- 
nected with the ftory. 

To explain what I mean by a criminal 
ftory.— Faldoni and Tcrefe might have 

beca 
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been prevented from making profelytes, if 
they ever have made any, by working up 
their moft afFefting ftory fo as to take off 
the edge of the dangerous example. But 
not in the way Mr. Jemingham has done 
it ; who tells us, not Icfs intelligibly than 
pathetically, 

All-ruling love, the god of youth poflefs'd 
Entire dominion of Faldoni's breaft : 
An equal flame did fymphany impart 
(A flame deftruftive) tp Terefa's heart : 
.*.As on onc.ftefn two opening flowers Vfe^ 

fpire, - 

So grew their life (entwin*d) on one defire. 

Are you not charmed ? Perhaps you never 
faw the poem. I have it here and will * 
bring it you as a curiofity : the melancho. 
ly tale will not take up three words, 
though Mr. J. has beftowed upon it 335 
melancholy lines. The cataftrophe hap- 
pened near Lyons, in the month of June, 
1770. Two lovers (Faldoni and Terefa 

Meunier) 
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Meunier) meting with an invincible obfta- 
cle to their union, dstermined to put an 
end to their exiftence with piftols, The 
place they chofe for the execution of their 
terrible projeft was a chapel that flood at 
a little diftance from the houfe. They 
even decorated the altar for the occafion. 
They paid a particular attention to their 
own d^^f^ Teref^ was drel&d in white, 
with rofe^-coloured ribbands. The iame 
colourc4 ribba^d^ were tied to the piftdf. 
Eaqh held the ribband that was fitfliened to 
tJw other*? trigger, which they drew at 
"St ccftsin rignal. 

Arria and Paetus (fays Voltaire) fet the 
example, but then it muu be confidered 
they were condenmed to death by a Jty rant. 
Whereas love was the only inventor and 
perpetrator of this deeed. 

Yet, while I talk of taking off the dan- 
gerous edge of their example, they have 
almoft lifted me under their bloody ban- 
ners.— 

On 
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On looking over the fermon I have writ- 
ten, I recoiled a qwrious anecdote of Sel- 
kirk. 

(By the by^ Wilkes, I fuppofe, would 
(ay, that none but a Scotchman could 
have lived fo many years upon a defart 
illand.) 

He tamed a great number of kids for 
fockty^ and with them and the wimerous 
offspring of two of three .^tfith^t had been 
left with him, be ufe4 loften tQ dai>qe.-^ 
Ffjwn all which my inferwoe is t^is-^M. 
will fK>t ferdy d^priv^ herfelf of H's fed- 
ety ; but will .let htm find hfif th^e tOr 
morrow. Efpeciallvj fincc, in Mr. J.'s ex- 
preffive language, 

Afi on one ft em two opening flowers 

refpire. 
So grow our lives entwined on one defire. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XV. 



To Mr. 



H. »3 Feb. 7«. 



Where was you this morning, my life ? 
, I Ihould have been froze to death I believe 
with the cold, if I had not been waiting 
for you. I am uneafy, very uneafy. What 
could prevent you? Your own appoint- 
ment too. Why not write, if you could 

•iiotcome? Then I had a dream laft 

flight, a fad di-eam, my H. 



_« 



For thee I fear, my love ; 



^utb ghaftly dreams laft nigbt furprized my foul.'^ 

You may reply, perhaps, with my fa- 
vourite Iphfe, 

Heed not thefe black illufions of the night. 
The mockings of unquiet flumbers." 

Alas, I cannot help it. I am a weak 
woman, not a foldier. 

I thought 
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I thought* you had ^ duel with a perfon 
whom we have agreed never to- mention. 
I thought you killed each other. I not only 
faw his fword, I heard it pafe through my 
H.'s body. I faw you both die ? and with' 
you, love and gratitude. Who is there,' 

thought I, to mourn for M. ? -Not 

one ! 

You may call me foolifli; but lam 
uneafy, miferable, wretched ! indeed, in- 
deed I am. For God's fake, let me hear 
from you. 

LETTER XVI. 

To the Same. 

H. »4 Feb. ^6, 

That bufmefs, as I told you it would, 
laft night, obliges him to^ go to town. I 
am to follow for the winter. Now, my 
H. for the royal black bob and the bit of 
chalk; or for any better fcheme you'll 
plan. Let me know, to-morrow, whferc 

you 
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you think Lady G.'s fcbeme will be moft 
pradicable oki the road, and there I'll ta^ 
care to flop. I take my bible oath [ wont 
deceive you^ and more welcome (faali yoa 
be to my longing arms, than all the dukes 
or princes in chriftendom. If I am not 
happy for one whole night ia my life, it 
will now be your fault. 

Is not this kind and thoughtful ? Why 
did it ever occur to you, fo often as we 
have talked of my bdng obliged to leave 
this dear place ? To me moft dear, fince it 
has been the Icene of my acquaintance, 
my happinefs with H. 

But, am I to leave behind me that deareft 
H. ? Surely your recruiting bufinefs muft 
be neai ly over now. You muft go to town. 
Tliough things can't often be contrived at 
the A, they may—they mcy ? — they JhaU 
happen elfewhere. 

Fail not to-morrow— and do not l«ugh 
at me any more about my dream. If it 
was a proof of my. we^nefs, it wa;s a 
proof alio of my love. 

I wifli 
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I x?tfli the day on which I am to fet out 
from hence coirid be conjured about a month 
further back or fo. Now, you aik why f 
Look in your laft year's almanack. Was 
not the Jhortefl day fomc where about that 
time ? Gome, give me a kifs for that, f 
am fure I defer ve it.— Oh! fye Mr. H., 
not twenty. You are too generous 
in your payments. I muft infift upon re- 
turning you the overplus the next time we 
meet—that is to-morrow, you know. 



LETTER XVIL 



ToMife 



Huntingdoa, 26 Feb. 177^. 

Why will not the wifhed-for day, or ra- 
ther night, arrive ? And here, I have not 
feen you fmce I know not when — not for 
two whole days. 

But I wrote you a long letter yefterday 
why it would be dangerous to meet ; and 
all in rhyme. The beginning, I affure 

you, 
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you was not poetry, but truth- — —If the 
conclufion. was coloured too highly, you 
muft cxcufe it. The pencil of love exe- 
cuted it, and the fly rogue will indulge 
himfelf fometimcs. Let the time come, 
ril convince you his pencil did not niuch 
exaggerate. 

Juft now I was thinking of your birthr 
day, about which I alked you the other 
day. It's droll that your's and mine fliould 
be fo near together. And thus \ obferve 

thereon. 

t 

Your poets, cunning rogues, pretend 
That men are made of clay ; 

And that the heavenly potters make 
Some five or fi5c a day. 

No wonder, M. I and you 
Don't quite deteft each other ; 

Or that my foul is link'd to your's, 
As if it were its brother : 



For 
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For in one year we both were made, 

Nay almoft in one day 
So, ten to one, we both came from 

One common heap of clay. 

What ? if I were not call in near 

So fine a mould as you— 
My heart (or rather, M. your's) 
Is tender, fond, and true. 

Corporal Trim fets off to-day for our 
head quarters. My plan is laid fo, that no 
difcovery can take take place. Gods, that 
two fuch fouls, as your's and mine, (hould 
be obliged to defcend to arts and plans \ 
Were it not for your dear fake, I'd fcora 
to do any thing I would not wifli difco- 
vered. 



D LETTER 
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LETTER XVin. 



To Mr. 



H. 21 Feb. 1776. 

All youi: plans are ufelefs. The Cor po- 
Tal has made his forced march to no pur- 
pofe. The fates are unkind. It is deter- 
juined I am to go up pji. So, we cannot 
poffibly be happy together, as we hoped to 
have been had our own horfcs drawn me up, 
in which cafe Imuft have flept upon the 
toad. I am not clear old Robin Gray will 
not ftay and attend nie. Why cannot my 
J^mie? Cruel fortune} But in town we^/2 
be happy. When, again, (hall I enjoy 
your dear fociety j as I did during that, to 
me at leaft, blefled fnow? Nothing but 
' jny dear children could prevent our going 
with Cook to feek for happinefs in worlds 
unknown. There muft be fome corner of 
the gldbe where mutual afFedtion is re- 
fpeftcd. 

Don't 
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Don't forget to meet me. Scratch out 
forget. I know how much you think of 
me. Too much for your peace, nay for 
your health. Indeed my H. you don't 
look well. Pray be careful ! 

** Whatever wounds thy tender health, 
" Will kill thy M/s too." 

Omiah is in good humour with me again. 

What kind of animal (hould a natu- 

ralift expedt from a native of Otaheite and 
to Huntingdonfliire dairy-maid.? If my 
eyes don't deceive me^ Mr. Omiah will 
give us a fpccim^n.— -WiU you bring me 
fome book to-morrow to divert me, as I 
poll it to town— that I may forget, if it be 
poffible, I am polling from you? 



X^% LETTER 
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1. E T T E R XIX. 

ToMife — ^. 

Hockeriliy i. March, 177^* 

I«r IS yotur ftridt injunftion that I do not 
offend you by fuffering my pen to fpeak of 
laft night. I will not, my M. nor (hould I, 
.had you not injoined it. You once faid a 
-nearer acquaintance would make me change 
jmy opinion of yoa It has, I kroe changed 
.my opinion. The more I know you, the 
tnore chaftely 1 think of you. Notwith- 
Handing laft night (what a night !), and our 
fir ft too, I proteft to God, I think of you 
with as much purity, as if we were going 
to be married-— —You take my meaning, 
J am fure ; becaufe they are the thoughts I 
know you wifti me Xo entertain of you. 

You got totownfafe, I hope. One let- 
ter may find me before I (hall be able to 
leave Huntingdon, whither I return to-day ; 
x)r, at leaft, to Cambridge- I am a fix)l 
^bout Crop, you know. And I am now 

more 
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more tender of him, becaufe he has carried 
you. — How Uttle did we think that morning 
we Ihould ever make each other fo happy !' 

Don't forget to write, and don't forget 
the key, againft I come to town. As far 
as feeing you, I will ufe it fometimes; but 
never for an opportunity to indulge our 
paflion. That, pofitively, fliall never a- 
^ain hapjjen under his roof.- How did we 
applaud each other for not fuffering his 
walls at H. to be infulted with the fiiil fcene 
of it! And how happy were we both, after 
we waked from our ^leam of blifs, to 
think how often we had adled other wife, 
during the time the fnow (hut me up at H. I 
.a fnow as dear to me, as to yourfelf. 

My mind is torn, rent^ with ten thou- 
fend thoughts and refolutions aboi^ you, 
and about my felf. 

When we meet, which (hall be as we 
fixed, I may perhaps mention one idea to 
you. 

Pray let us contrive to be together fume 
evening that your favourite Jephtha is per- 
formed. 

Inclofed 
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Inclofed is a fong, which Came into my 

hands by an accident fince we parted. 

Neither the words nor the mufie, I take 

it, will difpleafe you. 

Adieu. 

SONG. 

When your beauty appears 

In its graces and airs, 
Alt bright 'as an aogel new dropp'd from the fky ; 

At diflance I gaze, and am awed by my fears* 
So ftrangely you dazzle my eye I 

But when* without tartf 
Your kind thoughts you impart. 
When love runs in blufties thro' every vein j 
When it darts from your tyea, when it pants ia 
your heart. 
Then I know your'e a woman again. 






There's a paflion and pride 

In yourfex," flie replied, 
" And thus might I gratify both, I would do ; 

" As an angel appear to each lover bcfide, 
" But ftill be a woman to you." 



LET- 
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L E T T E R XX. 

To the Same. 

Cannon CofFcc-houfc, Charing-Crofv 
ty Much, jS, 

No farther than this can I get from you, 
before I afllire you that every word I faid 
juft now came froni the bottoni of my 
heart. I never (hall be happy, never (hall 
be in my fenfes, till you confent to marry 
me. And notwithftanding the dear night 
at Hockerill, and the other which your ioi- 
genuity procured me laft week in D. ftreet,v 
I fwear by the blifs of blifles, I never will 
tafte it again till you are my wife. 

LETTER XXL 

To the Sahic. v 

Caniioo Coffec-houfe, 
17 March, 75. 

Though you can hardly have read my 
laft fcrawl, I muft pefter you with another.- 

I had 
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I had ordered fome dinner ; but I can net-' 
ther eatt nor do any thing elfe. " Mad !'* 
—I may be mad, for what I know. I am 
fure I'm wretched. 

For God's fiUce, for my life and foul's 
fake, if you love me, write direftly hither, 
or at Icaft to-night to ray lodging, and fay 
what is that iufuperabk reafon on which you 
dwelt fo much. " Torture (hall not force 
you to marry me.*' Did you not fay fo? 
Then you hate me; and what is life worth? 

Suppofe you had not the dear induce- 
ment of loving me {if you love me ! Dam- 
nation blot out that if!)y and being adored 
by me — ftill, do you not wifh to relieve 
yourfelf and mc from the damned parts we 
adl? My foul was not formed for fuch 
meanncffes. To Ileal in at a back door, to 
deceive, to plot, to lie — Perdition! the 
thought of it makes me defpife myfelf. 

Your children — Lord S— (If we have not 
been i^jjjj^med of our condud, why have 
we cheated confcience all along by ** He" 
^nd " His," and '' Old Robin Gray ?" Oh, 

how 
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bow have we defcended, M. !) Lord S. I 
(ay, cannot but provide for your dear boys. 
As to your fwect little girl — ^I will be a fa- 
ther to her^ as well as a hufband to you. 
Every farthing I have I will fettle on you^ 
both. I willr— God knows, and you (hall find 
what I will do for you both, when I ara 
able. Good God what would I not do \ 

Write, write ; I fay, write. By the 
living God I will have \Yi\s infuperable rtafon 
From you, or I will not believe you love 
tne, 

LETTER XXIL 
ToMr.H . 

A. 17 March, 7^. 

And does my H. think I wanted fuch a 
letter as this to finifli my afflidion ? Oh^ 
my dear Jamie, you know not how you 
iiftrefs me. 

And do you imagine I have willingly fub- 
nitted to the artifices to which I have been 
obliged, for your fake, to defcend ? What 

has 
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has been pur part, from the beginning of ' 
the piece, to mine f I was obliged to aft a 
part even to ym(. It was my bufinefs not 
to let y6u fee how unhappy the artifices, to 
which I have fubmitted, made me. And 
that tliey did embitter even our happieft 
moments. 

But fete ftands between us. We are 
doomed to be wretched. And I, every 
now and then, think fome terrible cataftro- 
phe will come of our connexion. "Some v 
dire event," as Storge prophetically fays 
in Jephtha, ** hangs o*er our heads ^ 

" Some woeful fong we have to fmg 
" In mifery extreme.— O never, never 
" Was my foreboding mind diftrefs'd be- 
fore 
" With fuch inceffant pangs !" 



Oh, that it were no crime to quit this 
world like Faldoni and Terefa ! and that 
we might be happy together in fome other 
world, where gold and filver are unknown ! 

By 
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By your hand I could even die ivith'plea— 
Cure. I know I could. 

"Infuperable reafon. " Yes, my H., 
there is, and you force it from me. Yet, 
better to tell you, than to have you doubt . 
my love ; that love which is novt my re- 
ligion. I have hardly any God but you. 
I Almoft offer up my prayers to you, as 
well as for you. 

Know then, if you was to marry me^ . 
you would marry fome hundred pounds . 
worth of debts! and Mn/ you never fhair do. 

Do you remember a folemn* oath you : 
took in one of your letters, when I was * 
down at H. ? and how you told me after*— 
wards it muji be fo, becaufe you had fo fo^ - 
lemnly fwom it? 

In the fame folemn jind dreadful words v 
I fwear that I never will marry you, happy 
as it would make me, while I owe a.fhil- 
ling in the world. Jephtha's vow is paft. , 

What your letter fays about my poor 

children made me weep ; but it fhall not * 

make me change my refolution. 

Itt 



t eo ] 

It 18 a further reafpn why I fliould not.— 
" If I do not marry you, I do not love 
you!" Gracious powers of love! Does 
my H. fay fo? my not marrying you is 
the ftrongeft proof I can give you of my 
love. And Heaven, you know, has heard 
my vow. Do you refpe£l it, and never 
tempt me to break it— for not even jjou will 
ever fuccced.— Till I have fome better por- 
tion than debts, I never will be your's. 

Then what is to be done ? you alk. 
Why, rU tell you, H. Your determina- 
tion to drop all particular intercourfe till 
marriage has made ys one, flatters me more 
than I can tell you, becaufe it (hews me your 
opinion 6f me in the ftrongeft light; it 
almoft reftores me to my own good 
opinion. The copy of verfes you brought 
me on that fqbjeft, is fuperior to any thing I 
ever read. They (hall be thy M.'s morn- 
ing prayer, and her evening fong. Wbil/s 
you are in Ireland 

Yes, my love, in Ireland. Be ruled by 

me. 
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me. You fhall iin mediately join your re- 
giment there. You know it is your duty. 
In the mean time, fomething may happen. 
Heaven will not defert two faithful hearts 
that love like your's and mine. There are 
joys ; there is happinefs in ftore for us yet. 
I feel there is. And (as I faid juft now) 
while you are in Ireland^ I'll write to you every 
poll, twice by one poft, and Til think of 
you, and I'll dream of you, and I'll kifs 
ydur pidturc, and I'll wipe my eyes, and 
I'll kifs it again, and then I'll weep again. 
And 

Can I give a ftronger inftance of my re- 
gard for you, or a ftronger proof that you 
ought to take my advice, than my thus 
begging my only joy to leave me ? I will 
not fwear I fhall fur'vive it ; but, I befeech 
you, go! 

Fool that I am — I uiido with one hand, 
all I do with the other. My tears, which 
drop between every word I write, prevent 
the effedl of my reafoning ; which, I am 
fiire, is juft. 

' Be 
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Be a man, I fay-^you are an angel. Join 
your regiment ; and, as fure as I [pve you 
(nothing can be more fure) I will recall you^ 
from what will be banilhment as much to 
me as to you, the firft moment I can niarry 
you with honour to myfelf, and happinefe 
to you. 

But, I muft not write thus. 

Adieu ! 

Ill fiiits the voice of love, when glorj calls. 
And bids thee fellow Jephtha to the field. 

LETTER XXIII. 

ToMifs . 

Ctnnon Cofic-hovie, 
17 Marchy '77^ 

And I will refpeft the vow of Jephtha, 
and I will follow to the field. At leaft, I will 
think of it all to-night, for I am fure I (hall 
notfleep, and will let you know the fuccefe 
of my flruggle, for a ftruggle it will be to- 
morrow. I will wait for you at the fame 

place 



. [ 63 ] 

/ 

place in the park, wherevi (hall fee you 
open the A. door. Should it rain — ^Pll write. 
It was my intention to have endeavoured to 
fee you now, but I changed my mind, and 
wrote this, here ; and I am glad I did. We 
are not in a condition to fee each other. 
Cruel debts ! Rather, cruel vow ! for, 
would you but have let me, I would have 
contrived fome fcheme about your debts. 
I could form a plan. My Gofport matters 
—-my commiflion > 

Alas, you frown, arid I mull Hop. Why 
would not fortune fmile upon my two lotte-* 
ry tickets ? Heaven knows I bought them 
on your account. Upon the back of one 
of them I wrote, in cafe of my fudden 
death," this is the property of Mifs-*-." 
On the tack of the other, that it belonged 
to your daughter. 

For what am I ftill rcferved ? 



LET- 
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LETTER XXIV. 
To Mr . 

A. 19 March, 1775. 

Wh y , why do you write to me fo often ? 
Why do you fee me fo often ? When you 
acknowledge the neeeffity of complying 
with my advice. 

You tell me, if I bid you, you'll go. 
t have bid you, begged you to go. — I di^ 
bid you go. Go, I conjure you, go ! But 
let us not have any more partings. The 
laft was too, too much. I did not recover 
myfelf all day. And your goodnefs to my 
little white-headed boy-— He made me burft 
into tears this morning, by talking of the 
good-natured gentleman, and producing 
your prefent. 

Either flay, and let our afFedion difco- 
Ver and ruin us — or go. 
( On the bended knees of love I entreaty 
you, H., .my deareft H.to go. 



LET- 
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LETTER XXV. 

To Mife . 

Ireland, »5 Mirch, 1776. 

Ireland— England— Gocxi Heavens, 
that M. (hould be in one part of the world, 
and her H. in another ! Will not our dcf- 
tinies fufier us to breathe the fame air ? ^ 
Mine will not, I m6ft firmly believe, let 
me reft, till they have hunted me to death. 

Will you not give me your approbation 
For obeying you thus ? Approbation! And 
is that the coin to pafs between usf 

Yet, I will obey you further. I will re- 
train my pen as much as poflible, I will 
cratch the word love out of my diftionary. 
F will forget — I lie— I never can^ nor ever 
will forget you, or any thing which belongs 
you. But I will, as you wifely advife, 
md kindly defire me, as much as poffible, 
Arrite on other fubjeds. Every thing enter- 
aining, that I can procure, I will. I'll 
Tiviffify^ and write Tours— or any thing 

but 
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but love-letters. This morning, pardon 
me : I am unable to trifle ; I muji be al- 
lowed to talk of love, of M. 

And, when I am able, you muft allow 
me to put in a word or two fometimes for 
myfelf. To-day, however, I will not 
makejw« unhappy by telling you how tru- 
ly To /am. 

The truth is— my heart is full ; and 
though I thought, when, I took up my 

pen, I could have filled a quire of paper 
with it, I now have not a word to fay. 
Were I fitting by your fidfe now (oh that I 
were !) I fhould only have power to recline 
my cheek upon your fhoulder, and to wet 
your hankerchicf with my tears. 

My own fafety, but for your fake, is 
the laft of my confiderations. Our pal6ge 
was rather boifterous, but not dangerous. 
Mrs. F. (whom I mentioned to you, I be- 
lieve, in the letter I wrote juft before we 
embarked) has enabled me to make you 
laugh with an account of her behaviour ; 
were either of us in a humour to laugh. 

Why 
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Why did you cheat me fo about that 
box ? 

Had I known J (hoiild find, upon open- 
it, that the things were for' me, | would 
never have brought it. But that you ) 
knew. Was it kind, my M. to give me 
fo many dcafy memorandums of you, when 
I was to be at fuch a diftance from you ? 
Oh, yes, it was, it was, woft kind. And 
that, and you, and all your thoufand and 
ten thoufand kindnefles I never will forget. ' 
The purfe fliall be my conftant companion, 
the (hirts Til wear by night, one of the- 
handkerchiefs I was obliged to ufe in dry- 
ing my eyes as foon as I opened the boic, 
the— 

God, God, blefs you in this world — that 
is, give you your H, — , and grant yoii an 
cafy paffagc to eternal bleffings in a better 
world. 



H.f 



LET- 
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LETTER XXVL 

To the Same. 

IreUiii}, S April, 177^. 

Your's, dated April the firft, would 
have diverted me, had I been fome leagues 
nearer to you. It contained true wit and 
humour. I truly thank you for it, becaufe 
I know with how much difficulty you flu* 
dy for any thing like wit or humour in the 
pfefent fituation of your mind But you do 
it to divert me ; and it is done foi: one, 
who,, though he cannot laugh at it, as he 
ought, will remember it, as he ought — 
Yet, wiih what a melancholy tendernefe it 
concluded ! There fpoke your heart. 

Your fituation, when you wrote it, was 

fomething Kke that of an adtrcfs, who 
fliould be obliged to play a part in comedy, 
on the evening of a day which, by fome 
real cataftrophe, had marked her out for the 
capital figure of a real tragedy. Perhaps 
I have faid fomething like this in the long 

letter 



letter I have written you fince. Never 
mind. 

Pray be carefiil how you feal your let- 
ters. The wax always robs me of five or 
fix words. Leave a fpace for your feal. 
Suppofe that (hould be the'part of your letter 
which tells me you ftill love me. If the 
wax Cvover it, I fee it not — ^I find no fuch 
expreffion in your letter, — ^I grow diftradted 
-—and immediately fet out for Charing- 
Crofs to afe you whether you do indeed ftill 
love me. 

In the hofpitality of this country I was 
not deceived. They have a curfe in their 
language, ftrongly defcriptive of it— 
** May the grafs grow at your door ]" — The 
women, if 1 Isnew not you, I fliould find 
fenfible and pretty. But I am deaf, dumb, 
blind, to every thing, and to every 
perfon but you. If I write any more this 
morning, I (hall certainly fin againft your 
commands. 

Why do you fay nothing of your dear 
children? I infift upon it you buy my 

friend 
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friend a taw, and two dozen of marbles ; 
and place them to the account of 

Your humble Servant 

LETTER XXVn. 

To the Same. 

Ireland, lo April, 7^. 

Thanks for the two letters I received 
laft week. They drew tears from me, 
but not tears of forrow. 

To my poetry you are much too partial 
Never talk of writing poetry for the pre& 
It will not do. Few are they, who like 
you, can judge of poetry ; and, of the jud- 
ges, few, alas! are juft. Juvenal, the Ro- 
man Churchill, advifes a young man to 
turn audioneer, rather than poet. In 
our days, Chriftie would knock Chatterton 
out of all chance in a week. — The Spani- 
ards have a proverb, " He, who can- 
not make one verfe, is a block-head j 
lie who makes more, is a fool,"— Pytha- 
goras you know a little by name. Perhaps 

you 
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Oil may not know he was ftarved to death 
I the temple of the Mufefi at Mctapon- 
jm. The Mufes have flo temples, it is 
-ue, in our days (for God knows they arc 
ot much worlhipped now) but the Ladie^ 
re not without their human facrifices. 

A young man was complaining the o- 
ler day that he had loft his appetite ; 

Turn Poet, then," faid one in company, 
' they generally have pretty ftout ones.'* 

Your fenjible eyes have not long, I 
now, been dry from the tale of Chatter- 
)n. Evren now, a pearly drop peeps over 
le brim of each ; and now they drop, 
rop upon his mangled memory, like the 
amaritan's balm upon the traveller's 

rounds. And, perhaps, what I had 

eard and told you may not be half. 

That I may make you fome amends for 
filing you with my bad poetry the other 
ay, I will to-day fend you fome very good. . 
t is the compofition of a clergyman, an - 
[nglifhman, fettled near Dublin. It got the 
Tize at Oxford not long fince, and v;as 

fpoken 






■1 



/ 



[ 72 J 

fpoken in the theatre at fuch a public bufi- 
nefs, as one at which, I think, I rcmem- 
her to have heard you fay you were prefcnt 
Perhaps you were there this very time. 

. When you have read the lines, you will 
think I need not add a word about the 
author's abilities. 

On the D/ve of our Countty. 

Y E fouls llluftrious, who, in days of yore. 
With peerJefs might the Britifli target bore. 
Who, clad in wolf-lkin, from the fcythed car^ 
Frown'd on the iron brow of mailed war f 
Who dar'd your rudely painted Jimbs oppofe 
To fteel of Chalybs, and to Roman foes : 
And ye of later age, tho' not lefs fame 
In tilt and tournament, the princely game 
Of Arthur's barons, won't, in hardieft fport, . 
To claim the faireft Guerdon of the Court ; 
Say, holy fliades, did e'er your gen'rous blood 
Roll thro* your faithful fons in nobler flood, 
Than * late, when George bade gird on cir'ry 

thigh 
Tho myrtk-braided fword of liberty ; 

* Thefc lines were wi itten foon after the inftallatioi «t 
Wifuifor, by the Rev. Christopher Bu t son, chaplain ia 
the PJght Honourable the Lord Chancellor, 

The 
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* 

Say, when the high-bom Druids' magfc ftrain 
Rouz'd on old Mona's top a female train 
To madnefs, and with more than mortal rage 
Bade them like furies in the fight engage, 
Frantic when each unbound her bridling hair. 
And fhook a flaming torch, and yelFd in wild 

defpair ; 
Or when on Crefly's plain the fable might 
Of Eldward dar'd four monarchs to the fight ; 
Say, holy fhades, did patriotic heat 
In your big hearts, with quicker tranfports beat 
Than in your fons, when forth like ftorms they 

pour'd. 
In fircedom's caufe, the fury of the fword ? 
Who ruPd the main, or gallant armies led. 
With Hawke who conquer'd, or with fVoIf who 
bled. 

% 

Poor is his triumph, and difgracM his name, 
Who draws the fword for empire, wealth, or fame; 
For him tho' wealth be blown on ev'ry wind, 
Tho' fame announce him mightieft of mankind^ 
Tho* twice ten nations iiiik beneath his blade, 
Virtup difowns him, and his glories fade. 
For him no prayVs are pour*d, no pseans fung, 
No bleffings chaunted from a nations tongue , 
Blood marks the path to his untimely bier. 
The curfe of widows and the orphan's tear 

E Cry 
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Cry to high Heaven for vengeance on his head ; . 
Alive, defertcd ; and accurft, when dead. 
Indignant of his deeds, the inufe, who fings 
Undaunted tFUth, and (corns to flatter kings, 
S^iall fliew the monfter in his hideous foma. 
And mark him as an earthquake, or a ftorm. 

Not fo the patriot chief, who dar'd withftand 
The bafe invader of his native land ; 
Who made her weal his nobleft, only end, 
Kul'd but to ferve her, fought but to defend. 
Her voice in council, and in fight her fword, 
Lov'd as her father, as her go.d ador'd ; 
Who firmly virtuous, and feverely brave, 
Sunk with the freedom that he could not fave. 
On worth like his, the mufe delights to wait, 
Reveres alike in triumph or defeat. 
Crowns with true glory and with fpotle(s fame* 
And honours Pofii 's more than Frederick's name. 

Here let the mufe withdraw the blood-ftain'd 
veiJ, 
And fhew the boldeft fon of public zeal. 
See Sidney leaning o'er the block ! His mein. 
His voice, his hand, unihaken, clear, ferenc. 
Yet no harangue, proudly declaimed aloud. 
To gain the plaudit of a wayward crov.'d ; 
No fpecious vaunt death's terrors to defy, 
Still death delaying, as afraid to die. 

But 
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nly fileftty down he bows'^to proTe 
m his virtuous, though mid&ken lovt« 
[uer'd patriot ! form'd hy ancient Umt^ 
/e of ancient freedom to reftore, 
)bly a^edy what he boldlj wrote* 
il'd by death tke leflbns that he taught. 

is the tie that links the anxious Hre, 
fond babe that prattles round his fire ; 
the love that prompts the grateful youth 
s fond cares and drooping age to footh -, 
the brother, iifter, huiband, wife i 
I the charities of focial life : 
Its firnoi fricndfliip holy wreaths to bind, 
al fympathy the faithtul mind : 
th' endearing fprings that fondly move 
duty, or parental love, 
the ties that kindred bofoms bind, 
in friendiKip*s holy wreaths entwin'd, 
' fo dear, fo potent to controul 
I'rous workings of the patriot foul^ 
It holy voice which cancels all 
es, which bids him for his country fall i 
ligh fummons, with undaunted zeal, 
5 his bread, invites th' impending fteel, 
: the hand that deals the fatal blow, 
ves one figh for all he leaves below. 

E z Nor 
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Nor yet doth glory, tho*^ her port be boJd 
Her afpeft radiant, and her trefles gold. 
Guide thro' the walks of death alone her cafr 
Attendant only on the din of war : 
She not difdains the gentler vale of peace/ 
Nor olive fhades of philofophic eafe. 
Where heav'n taught minds to wooe the. mufc 

refort, 
Create in colours, or with founds tranfport ; 
Where youths court fcience, or where fages teach, 
Where ftatefmen plan, where mitred fathers 

preach— • 
More pleas'd on Ifis* filent marge to roam» 
Than bear in pomp the fpoils of Minden home. 

To read with Newton's ken the ftarry (ky. 
And God the fame in all his orbs defcry j 
To lead forth merit from her humble fliade ; 
Extend to rifmg arts a patron's aid ; 
Build the nice ftrudture of the gen'rous law. 
That holds the free-born foul in willing awe ; 
O'er pale misfortune drep, with friendly figh. 
Pity's mild balm, and wipe affliftion's eye ; 
Thefe, thefe arc deeds Britannia muft approve, 
Muft nurfe their growth with all a parent's love 
Thefe are the deeds that public virtue owns. 
And, juft to public virtue, glory crowns. 



L E T. 
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LETTER XXVIir. 
To the Same. 

Ireland, 3d May, 177^. 

My laft, I hope, did not offend you. 
The bank note I was obliged to return ; 
although I thank you for it more than 
words can tell you. 

Shall I, whom you will not marry, be- 
caufe you will not load me with your, 
debts, increafe thofe debts ; at lead pre- 
vent you from, diminifhing them, by rob- 
bing you of fifty pounds .^ Were I capable 
of it, I fliould be urworthy your love. 
But be not offended that I returned it. 
Heaven knows how willingly a quire of 
fuch things ftiould have accompanied it, 
had Heaven made me fo lich. 

Be not anxious about me. Talk not of 
the poftage which your dear letters coft me. 
Will you refufe to make your H. happy } 
And think you I can pay too dear for hap- 
pinefs ? 

E3 ■ But, 
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3iit, Lord ! you rave. I am rich— ^ 
rich as a Jew : and without taking into the 
calculation the treafure I poflefs in your 
love. Why, you talk of what I allow 
that relation, poor foul ! that does not fwal- 
low up all my lands and hereditaments at 
Gofport. Then there's my pay, and twen- 
ty other ways and means befides, I dare 
fay, could I but recollect them.— Go to— I 
tell you I am rich. So, let me know you 
got the filver paper fafe, and that I 
am a good boy. 

Rich ! To be fure I am — why, t can af- 
ford to go to plays. I faw Catley laft night, 
in your favourite ch^radler. — By the way, 
ril tell you a ftory of her, when ftie was 
on your fide the water. 

- Names do not immortalize praife- worthy 
anecdotes, they immortalize names. — Some 
difference had arifcn between Mifs ^atley 
and the managers concerning the terms 
upon which Ihe was to be engaged for the 
feafon. One of the managers called upon 
her, at her little lodgings in Drury-lane, 

to 
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to fettle it. The maid was going to (hew 
the gentleman up flairs, and to call her 
miftrefs. *' No, no,'* cries the adrefs who 
waS' in the kitchen, and heard the mana- 
ger's voice, " there is no occafion to (hew 
*' the gentleman to a room. — I am bufy 
below, (to the rnanager) making apple 
dumplings for my brats. You know 
whether you have a mind to give me the 
*• money I alk, or not. 1 am none of 
" your fine ladies, who get a cold or the 
" tooth-ach, and can't fing. If you have 
** a mind to give me the money, fay fo ; 
** my mouth ihall not open for a farthing 
*' lefs. So, good morning to you — and 
** don't k^ep the girl there in the paflage ; 
"for I want her to put the dumplings in 
" the pot, while I nurfe the child. — The 
turnips of Fabricius, and Andrew Marvel's 
cold leg of mutton,, are worthy to be 
ferved up on the fame day with Nan Cat- 
ley's apple-dumplings. 

Cortie — I am not unhappy, or I could 
not talk of other people and write thus 

E 4 gaily. 
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' gaily. Nothing can make me truly unhap- 
py, but a change in your fentiments of 
me. By the Almighty God of heaven, I 
know my own feelings fo ^thoroughly, I 
do not think I could furvive fuch a thing. 

As you love me, fcold me not about 
the poplin you'll receive next week. It 
coft me nothing — I may furely give what , 
was given to mc. 



LETTER XXIX. 
To the Same. 

Do you think, that to make fuch propo- 
fals, as your laft contained, is the way to 
reconcile me to this worfe than banilh- 
ment ? You refufed to come into my 
fcheme of mariiage— Nothing (hall tempt mc 
to come into your fcheme. Perfift in your 
idea of going on the flage ; and, as I live, I'll 
come over and make a party to damn you 
the firft night of your appearance. Since 

you: 
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you will not fliare my fortunes, I will not 
(hare your earnings. 

The ftory you mention at Flamborough, 
of Boardingham, who was murdered by 
his wife and her lover, is moft (hocking; 
The reffedioas you draw from it are moft 
juft i and what you fay of our fituation 
moft true. The woman muft have been 
beyond a wild beaft favage. Yet their feel- 
ings, when ftie and Aikney were at the 
gallows together (fuppofmg any thing like 
love remained) muft have been exquifite.— 
I proteft, I would willingly embrace with 
M. the cruelleft death which torture could 
invent (provided (he were on a bed of ro- 
fes), than lead the happiefl; life without her. 
What vifions have I conjured up!— » 
%iyy3en drops from my hand. * 



Your catch upon a bumper I like muehV 
'It beats, both in words and mufic, *' a.bumr 
per *Squire Jones." By the way what an 
old word it is ! Let me make a linguilt o£ / 
you, to-day. 

E 5 Th^ 



The learned Johnfon deriveth bumper 
(" a cup filled till the liquor fwells over the 
" brims") from butnp^ which cometh, he 
faith, from bunty perhaps, as being pro- 
minent ; the which bum cometh, we arc 
told, from bomme, (Dutch) and fignifieth 

'* the part on which we fit." The word 

bumper is by fome writer derived from bm- 
pere^ the ufual familiar phrafe for piiefts, 
who were fuppofed not to diflike bumpers, — 
This I may fay — ^if " a cup filled till the 
" liquor fwells over the brims'* comes 
from " the part on which we fit," it muft 
be granted, as a French poet fays of Alfa^ 
no's coming from equus. 

Qu'en venant de la, jufqu* icy, 
II a bien change fur la route. 

And now I have ended in good fpirits, 
as well as you. I remeniber the time when 
Hamlet might have faid to me, as he does 
to Horatio, 



(i 



Thou 
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^* Thou haft no revenue but thy good 

fpifits 
** To feed and cloath thee." 

Now, I have got a little revenue, which 
M. wvU not fli^rewith me,::^nd God knows 
whoM^ got jny^good fpirits — Well, I muft 
not think'. . , , 

L E T *r E R XXX. 

.f ■ ' . 

To the Same. 



1 



Ireland, 1 8 June, 7^. 

My Laura is not angry with me, I hope, 
for the three or four tender letters I have 
written to her fince the beginning of th]s 
month. And yet, your's of yefterday 
feems to fay you are. If I bear my fitua- 
tion like a man, will you not allow me to 
feel it like a nian ? 

Misfortune, like a creditor feverc. 
But fifes in demand for her delay. 
She makes a fcourge of paft profperity. 
To fting me more, and double my diftrefs. 

But 
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But you fay I muft not write thus. If I 
can help it, I will not. 

Shall I write about the weather or poli- 
tics ? The fun (hioes to-day, yefterday it 
lained. If you wirti to appear learned, 
tell the next company you^go into, that 
the diftieOes of this country will foon ob- 
lige England to grant her a free trade, or 
fomething very much like it. And add, 
that her grievances are more real now, 
than when, in 1601, (he complained to 
Elizabeth of the introdudVion of trials by 
jury. A nother flice of politickst. Affert 
boldly, that Junius was written by Gren- 
ville's fecretary. This is a /i^, notwith- 
ftanding what Wilkes relates of Lord 
Germaine's bi(hop. 

Is this the ftyle of letter-writing you 
allow me — Try again, then. 

The favours I have received from the 
worthy man I mentioned in a letter or, two 
ago, are by his gopdnefs every day increafed. 
Some fuperior fouls have affefted to hate 
mankind. Here is one, who, with an un- 

derftanding 



( 85 3 

derftanding and an experience inferior to 
none, never lofes an opportunity of befriend- 
ing a fellow-creature. I am afraid fometimes, 
that misfortune will one day or another 
play him fome confounded dog*s trick, he 
take^ fuch ^ pleafure in thwarting every 
fcheme (he lays for any one's ruin. 

Yet, even tliis aniiable charadter is not 
without his defeds. The following lines I 
fcnt him this morning, after playing at 
Vignt-Un in company with him laft night. 

ToH , fays a certain friend, 

(Both idle, rhyming bards) 
** , with good manners and beft fcnfe, 

** Can't bear id lofe at cards. 

" With fuch a head"—'* And fuch a heart,*' 
Adds H 'j *tis high treafon. 

** But I, who knew that heart fo well, 
** Have found, I tlijnk, the reafon. 

** Friend to the poor, his purfe their box, 
** He always would be winner; 

*• For then they win. But, fhould he lofe, 
** The poor too ICfe a dinner." 

This 
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This country's facetious Dean faid, his 
friend Arbuthnot could do every thing but 
walk. My friend can do every thing but 
lofe at cards. 

Feeling, and all the commandihg powers 
of the mind, were never perhaps before fo 
mixed up together. A tale of forrow will 
make his little eyes wink, wink, wink, like 
a green girls. Before the company came 
laft night, I fliewed him ** Auld RoWn 
Gra^" ; and, though he had feen it before, 
he could not get over " My mother could 
na fpeak,"' without winking. For the cre- 
dit of your fide of the water, he is an Eng- 
lilhman. His agreeable wife, by her 
beauty and accompliftiments, does credit 
to* this country. She is remarkabfe 
alfo for her feeling, though in a differ- 
ent way. You (hall relate an anecdote of 
diftrefs, or read a ftory of ill ufage, and> 
while his eyes are winking for the objedt of 
the ill iifage or the diftrefs, her's (hall be 
ftriking fire with rage againft the author of 

it. ** Good God! (he exclaims, " if that 

villain 
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villain was but in niy power! — " And I 
fometimes think flie is going to ring for 
her hat and cloak, that ihe may fally forth, 
and pull his houfe about his ears.— Bound 
up together (as they are, and as I hope they 
will long continue) they form a complete 
fyftem of humanity.- 

It would have gratified me much to 
have been with you when Garrick took his 
farewel of the ftage. Do you remember 
the laft paper in the Idler upon its being the 
hft ? The reflection that it was the tafi 
time Garrick would ever play, was, in it- 
felf, painful. How, my Laura, my M. 
my life, fhall I bear it, if I ever ftiould be 
doomed to take my laft leave, my laft look 
of you ! 

—In what I wrote this morning I men- 
tioned the Mer. A curious letter was fliewn 
me the other day by a clergyman, which 
he affures me is authentic, and was written 
by^the late Lord Gower to a friend of Dean 
Swift. As I know how you admire the \ 

eminent 



[ 88 ] 

eminent perfoh whom it concerns, I fend 
it to you. 

** Mr. Samuel Johnfon (authorof London^ a fatirCf 
and fome other poetical pieces) is a native of this 
countrj, and much refpefted by (bme worthy gentle* 
men in his neighbourhood, wha are truftees of a 
charity-fchool now vacant, the certain falary of ' 
which is iuty pounds per annum, of which they are 
defirous to make him mafter ; but unfortunately he 
is not capable of receiving their bounty, which 
would make dim happy for life, by not being Maf^ 
ter of Arts, which by the ftatutes of this fchool 
the maftc" of it muft be. Now thefe gentlemen do 
me the honour to think that I have inlerefl enough 
in you to prevail upon you to write to dean Swift 
to perfuade the Univerlity of Dublin to fend a dip- 
loma to me, conftituting this poor man Mafter oF 
Arts in their Univerfity. They highly extol the 
man's learning and probity, and will not be per* 
fuaded that the Univerfity will make any difficulty 
of conferring fuch a ^Eivour upon a ftranger, if he 
is recommended by the Dean.— They fay he li 
not afraid of the drifted examination, though he 
is off fo long a journey ; but will venture if the 
Dean thinks it neceffary, choofing rather to die up- . 
on the road, than to be ftarved to death in tranf- 
lating for bokfellers, which has been his only fub- 
fiftencc for fome time paft. I fear there is more 
difficulty in this affair than thefe good-natured gen- 

tlemea 
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tlemen apprehend ; efpecially ns their eledion can* 
not be delayed longer than the 10th of next naonth^ 
If you fee this matter in the fame light it appears to 
me, I hope you will burn this, and pardon me for 
giving you fo much trouble about an impradtlcable 
thing: but if you think there is a probability of 
obtaining the favour afked, I am fure your huma- 
nity and propenlity to relieve merit in diftrefs, will 
incline you to ferve the poor man, without my 
adding any more to the trouble I have already giv* 
en you, than si^uring you I am, with great truth, 

Trentham, Aug. !» 1757, 

One other fubjedl for your reflexion, 
and I have done. 

What muft have been Johnfbn's feel- 
ings, when, in his wonderful work, the 
Englifli Dictionary, he cited the following 
pa(&ge from Afcham, as an inftance of the 
ufe of the word Men? ** Wits live obfcure- 
ly, men care not how ; or die obfcurely, 
men mark not when.'* 



LETTER 
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LETTER XXXI. 

To Mr. . 

England, 25 June, 1775. 

Let me give you joy of having found 
fuch kind and agreeable friends in a ftrage 
land. The account you fent of the gentle- 
man and lady, cfpecially of the latter, quite 
charmed me. Neither am 1 v^ithout my 
friends. A lady, from v/hom I have re- 
ceived particular favours, is uncommonly 
kind to me. For the credit of your Jide $f the. 
water, Jke is an Irif - woman. ■ her agree^k 
hujband^ by his beauty ^and accompliJhmentSy 
does credit to this country. He is remarkable oI/q 
for his feelings. 

Adieu ! This* will afFeft you, I dare fay, 
in the fame manner your account . affc6tcd 
me. 



LETTER 
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I- E T T E R XXXII. 

To Mifs . 

Ireland, i July, 75. 

Your little billet, of the 25th of Jaft 
month, was a proper reproof for the contents 
of one of mine. *Till I faw the joke I was 
truly unhappy. If you had not written 
the long and kind letter the next day, 
which came in the feme packet, I fliould 
have been miferablc. Yet, I wifh you 
happy, moji happy ; but I cannot bear the 
thoughts of your receiving happinefs from 
any hands (man, woman, or child) but 
mine. Had my afFeftions not been fixed, 
as they arc unalterably, elfewherc, the wife 
of my friend^ with all her charms, would 
never fix them. I have but two matters, 
Love and Honour. If I did not corifidcr 
you as my wife, I would add, you know I 
have but one miftrefs. 

A friend of mine is going to England— 
(happy fellow I (hall think him, to be but 

in 
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(\n the fame country with you) — ^He will 
call at the CannQn cofFee-houfe for me. Do 
fend me, thither, the French book you 
mention, iVerther. If you don't, I pofi- 
tively never will forgive you. Nonfenfc, 
to fay it will make me unhappy, or that 
I (han't be able to read it ! Muft I piftol 
myfelf, becaufe a thick-blooded German 
has been fool enough to fet the example, 
or becaufe a German novelift has feigned 
fuch a ftory ? If you don't lend it mc, I 
will moll afluredly procure it fomc time or 
another ; fo, you may as well have the 
merit of oblig'rigme. — ^My friend will fend^ 
a finall parcel for you to D. ftreet. Thp 
books I iend you^ becaufe I know you 
have not got them, and becaufe they are 
fo much cheaper here. If you are afraid 
of emptying my purfe (which by the way 
is almoft worn out), you ftiall be my deb- 
tor for them. So, fend me a note of hand, 
value received. The other things are furely 
not worth mentioning. 

L E T- 
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LETTER XXXIII. 

To Mr. ■'■ 

EogUnd, ao Aug. 75, 

For God's fake ! where are you ? W hat 
is the matter ? Why don't you write ?— 
Are you ill ? God forbid! And I not with 
you to nurfe you ! if you are, why don*t 
you let fomebody elfe write to you ? Better 
ali (hould be difcovered, than fufFer what I 
fuffer. It's more than a month fmcc I 
heard from you. A month ufed to bring 
me eight or ten letters. When I grew un- 
cafy, it was in vain, as I faid in my laft, 
that I endeavoured to find your friend who 
brought the parcel (for I would certainly 
have feen him, and alked him about you). 
What is become of all my letters for this 
laft month f Did you get what I return- 
ed by your friend ? Do you like the purfe? 
The book you mentioned, is juft the only 
book you (hould never read. On m> knees, 
[ beg you never, never read it ! Perhaps 

you 
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you have read it — Perhaps !— I am diftrad- 
c d H eaven only knows to whom I 
may be writing this letter. 

Madam, or Sir ! 

If you are a woman, I think you will; 
if you are a man, and ever luved, I am 
fure you will, oblige me with one line to 

fay what is come of Mr. of tlie 

regiment. Du-eft to Mrs. — -—, D. ftreet, 
London. — Ajiy perfon whofe hand my let- 
ter may fall into,, will not think this mudi 
trouble ; and, if they fend me good news, 
Heaven knows bow a woman, who loves, 
if poffible, too well, will thank them. 

LETTER XXXIV. 
ToMifs . 

Ireland, lo Sept. 1776. 

As I am no fportfman, there is no merits 
you may think, in devoting a moraing to 
this employment. Nor do I claim any me- 
rit. *Tis only making myfelf happy. ^ 

Now, 1 hope, you are quite at eafe about 

mc. 



[ 95 ] 

me. My health, upon my honour ! upon 
our love ! is almoft re-eftabli(hed — Were I 
not determined to keep on this fide the 
truth, I would fay quite. The four letters 
I have written to you, fince I received your 
fjraaiic (heet of paper, have explained arid 
made up every thing. How can I fuffici- 
ently thank you for all your letters? Efpc- 
cially for that of this week? Never did 
you pen a better. Did 1 know any body 
employed in a work, where that letter 
couid properly appear, he (hould infer t it 
in your own words. 

Excufe me, I am unwillingly called away. 
What I faidthis mornirig about your let- 
ter, brings to my recoUedion fomething of 
. that fort. Shall I tell it you ? I will. 

James Hirft, in the year 171 1, lived 
fervant with the honourable Edward Wort- 
ley. It happened, one day, in re-deliver- 
ing a parcel of letters to his mailer, by 
miftake he gave him one which he had 
written to his fweeth^rt, and kept back 
one of Mr. Wortley 's. He foon difcovered 

tjie miftake, and hurried back to his maf- 

ter; 



ter ; but unfortunately for poor James, it 
happened to be the firft that prefdnted it- 
felf to Mr. Wortley, and, before James 
returned, he had given way to a curiofity 
which led him to open it, and read the 
love-told ftory of an enamoured footman^ 
It was in vain that James begged to have it 
returned. " No,'* fays Mr. Wortley, 
.*' James, you (hall be a great man, this 
letter (hall appear in the Sjjectaton" 

Mr. Wortley communicated the letter to 
his friend Sir Richard Steel. — It was ac- 
cordingly pubii(hed in his own words, and 
is that letter. No. 71, volume the firft of 
the Spectator, beginning " Dear Betty." 
James found means to remove that un- 
kindncfs of which he com|)lains in his le- 
ter ; but, alas! before th^ir wllhes were 
compleated, a fpcedy end was })ut to a 
pa(rion which would not difcredit much fu- 
perior rank, by the unexpected death of 
Betty. James, out of the great regard and 
love he bore to Betty, after her death, 
married the fitter. He died, not many 

years 
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years fincc, in the neigiibourhood of Wort- 
lej, near Leeds, Yorkfliire. 

To marry you is the utmoft of my wifli- 
cs ; but, remember, 1 don*t engage to 
marry your filler in cafe of your death. — 
Death ! How can I think of fuch a thing, 
though it be but in joke. 

LETTER XXXV. 
To the Same. 

IreUnd, 15 Sept. 177^; 

Thje commands of your laft letter^ for 
the reafons you give, I have inunediately 
obeyed.— My * enquiries about the young 
EngliOiman you mention, amount to this. 
He is is liked tolerably well here. He 
would be liked more, if he took more pains 
to be liked. His contempt for fome peo- 
ple in the world, whom others defpife per* 
haps as well as be, is fometimes too con- 
^icuous. Accident has given me an op- 
portunity to fee and know a great deS of 

F him ; 

His own charadter. 
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liim ; and with- certainty. . His heart is 
certainly not bad. His abilities are as cer- 
.tainly not equal to what he once confefles 
to have thought them ; perhaps they are 
fuperior to the opinion he now entertains 
of them. He has ambition and emulation 
enough to have almoft fupplied any want 
of genius, and to have made him almoft 
any thing, had he fallen into proper hands. 
But his fchool-mafters knew nothing of the 
human heart, nor over much of the head 
Though indolent ' to a degree, a keen eye 
might have difcovered, may ftill difcover, 
induftry at the bottom ; a good cultivator 
might have turned it, may ftill. turn it, to 
good account. His friendfhips are warn)) | 

jmcere, decided his enmities the fame. 

He complains, now and then, that feme 
of his friends will pretend to know him • 
better than they know themfelves, and 
tetter than they know any thing elfe. 
" They would play upon Jiim ; they would 
** feem to know his flops ; they pretend to 
^^ be able to (bund him from hi&lowefl notei 

'' to . 
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to the top 6f his compafs ; and there is 
muGh mufic^ txeell'ent voice, in r4 little 
pipe, yet cannot they miake it fpedfe. 
• Do they think," he demands, " that he 
' is eafier to be play'd tlian a pipeg ^v ■ 
Vhy, really, I do not think this Js the calfe 
t- prefent, whatever it may' have been, 
lecrefy is fiot brought into the world. It is 
cquired in the world. An houeft heart 
an only acquire it by experience. The 
harafler which he had certainly gotten 
Dme how among fome of his intimates^ 
as been of fervice both to them and to 
iimfelf. They made a point of fecrecy, 
ftef they chofe to difcover a want of it in 
lim ; and now he has made a point of it 
imfelf. My deareft fecret (you ^ know 
/hat that is) fliould now fooner be'^fted 
him than to any of his former accufers. 
The loudeft of thert, to my knowledge, 
/as little calculated to judge ; for though 
le might not abfolutely think him a cow- 
rd, he certainly did not fufpeft his friend 
f courage, till fufficient proof of it was 



> 
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given under his oy^n eye.' Now^ if) my 
opinion, true courage and reJfolgtiQri aie 
iWs igpntlenaan's mafking, cbaraderiftics. 
This is no great compliment ; for, without 
them, I ^vould not give a farthing; for any 
nian. . i . ' 

Such, in: my. judgment, Ib the young 
gentleman about wfeom you wifhed me to 
enquire, and with whom I happen to h^v.? 
lived a good deal. His principal merit is, 
that my amiable friend (the "mention of 
whofe wife juft jogged your jealoufy) fm- 
cerely loves him. Tliat worthy man- fel- 
dom throws away his attachment where it 
is not deferved. Nor do I know any thing 
in the gentleman, whofe charailer } have 
been fketcliing, which gives me moi^e piea- 
fure, or which it would give hin^ more 
pleafure to have noticed, than th^ love and 
refpedt which I am fure lie feels for my 
friend ; unlefs perhaps his afFe(5lionate fenfe 
of the obligations which I believe I have 
told you he lies under to a Mr. B. 

So mucli for bufinefs. Now for an arti- 
tide of news. The latter end of laft 

month, 
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xYionth, a lady and her 'fervant, as they 
were riding in Phoenix Park, were flopped 
by z man on foot, very genteelly dreflfed 
in white cloaths, and a gold laced hat. He 
demanded the lady's money, which (he 
gave him, amounting to- 26 guineas. The 
perfon put the cafhinto one of his pockets^ 
and took from the other a fmall diamond 
hoop ting, which he pr^fented to the lady, 
deiiring her to wear it for ttie fake of an 
extraordinary robber^ wlio^nade it a point 
ef honour to take no more 60m a beautidil 
lady, than' he could make a return f<^r in 
value. He then, with gr6at agility^ vault- 
ed over the wall, and difappeared. 

This you may perhaps call an Irifli way 
ef robbings There certainly was fome- 
thing original in it. The gentleman feeiiis 
clearly to imagine, that an exchange is no 
robbery. 

As to your threat, I will anfwer it in 
the fame ftyle-^— " I will love you — and 
if—!'* But neither my anfwer, nor your 
threat, i& original.. Reading, this morningj 

F 3 ahjftory 
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a hiftory of this country, I found the fol- 
lowing anecdote, in 1487, a dreadful, war 
was carried on inUlfler, between the Chief- 
tain O'Neal, and the neighbouring Clueftain 
of Tirconnel . • This war had nothing more 
confiderable for its immediate caufe, than 
the pride of O'Neal, who demanded that 
his enemy (hould recognize his authority by 
paying tribute. The laconic ftyle, in whidi 
the demj^nd was made and rejected, would 
not have difgrac'd a nobler conteft. *' Send 
metribute-^r elfe!" — was the meilage gf 
O'Neal. To which -was returned, with the 
fame princely brevity, — ^" I owe you none 
" and if— !"— But I talk nonfenfe. This 
does not prove your threat to have been 
borrowed ; for. I dare fay, you never heard 
of O'Neal till this moment. It only proves 
that, two peppb may expreis thernfelves 
alike. 

Should any .man who loved like me (li 
any man eve/ did love like me) have fpo- 
ken of. his love in terms like thofe I ufe to 
fpeak of mine, follows it therefore that I 

have 
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haiae borrowed either his paflion or his lan^ 
guage ? Were it poffible for you to think fo, 
I never would forgive you. — Pray copy the 
nnuflc you mention in your next. 



LETTER XXXVI. 
\ To the Same. 

IreIand,T8 Sep. ^61 

How happens it that I have not fooner 
noticed what you fiiy, in a letter the begin- 
ning of laft month, about the new punifti- 
ment of working upon the Thames ? Polili- 
clans may write more learned upon the mat- 
ter but I will defy. Beccaria to write more 
feelingly or humanely. There certainly is 
miK:h truth in what you fay. Expe-t 
rience however will be the beft teft. 
Perhaps my true rcafon for noticing your 
fenfible letter thus late, was to introduce a 
fcene which paffed in the quickfilver rriines 
of Idra, a ftill more unpleafant abode than 
Mr. Campbell's academy. This ufed to be 

F 4 Colonel 
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Colonel G.'s method, you remember, rf 
introducing his home-made jokes. Not 
that my ftory is home-made-^I take it 
from fome Italian lett^s a brother dficer 
lent me, written' by Mr. Everard, and I 
give it you almoft in his own words— ex- 
cept in one or two paf&ges, where I think 
he has loft an- opportunity of furpiizing the 
reader. 

'* The plcafurc I always take in writing to you, 
wherever lam, axid whatever doing, in (otoH tatz- 
fure difpels my pi^fent une^finefs; ad uileafiiieiir 
ranfed at once by the difiigreeiible ^ afpe^Q of every 
thing around me, and the more diiagreeable icene to 
which I have been witncfs. 

Sometliing too I have to tclJ yoii of CouhT Albeiti. 
You remember him one of the gayetf, Moft tfgireea^ 
ble perfons at the Court of Vienna; at one«»theet« 
ample of the men, and the favourite of the fah^iexr 
I often heard you repeat his name with efteem, as 
one of the few that did honour to the prefent age; 
as poflefTed of generofity and pity in the highed 
degree ; as one who made no other ufe of fortune, 
but to alleviate the diftrefles of mankind. But firft . 
of all, the fcene J mentioned. 

After paffing feveral parts of the Alps, and hav- 
ing vifued Germany, 1 thought It:ould not well re- 
turn 
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turn home, without yiiiting thequicknivertBi^estt- 
Idra, and feeing thofe dreadful fubterranean caYerns> 
where thoufands are condemned to reiide, ihut out 
from all hopes of ever again l>eho]diBg the chearful 
Jight of the fun, and obliged to toil out a mlferable 
life under the whips of imperious taflt^maflefs. 
Imagine to yourfelf an hole in the fide of a moun- 
tain, of about five yai'di over. Down this you arc- 
let, in a kind of bucket more than am- hundred fa- 
thom; the profpeft growing ftill more gloomy, yet 
ftiil widening; as you defcend. At length, after 
fwinging in terrible fufpenfe for fome time in this 
precarious iituatioD, you at length reach the bottom, . 
and tread on the giound ; which by its hollow found - 
under your feet, and the reverberations of the echo,. 
feems thundering at every ftep you take. In this 
gloomy and frightful folitude, you are enlightened 
by the feeble gleam of lamps, here and there dif- 
pofed, fo that the wretched inhabitants of thefe 
manfions can go from one part to another without a 
guide. ' And yet, let me aifure you, that though 
they, by cuftom, could fee obje^s very diftindlly 
by thefe lights, I could fcorce difcern, for fome 
time, any thing; not even tlie perfon who came 
with me to Oicw me thefe fcenes of horror. 

From this defcription, I fuppofe, you have but a 
a very difagreeable idea of the place; yet let me 

aifure you that it is a palace, if we compare the ha- 

* 

bitation with the inhabitants. Such wretches mine 

F S eyes 
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eyes never yet beheld. The blacknefs of their vi&- 
ge$ only ferves to cover an horrid palenefs, caufed 
hy the noxious qualities of the mineral they are 
employed to procure. As they in general confift of 
jnalefa6tors condem»ied for life to this ta(k, they are 
-fed at the public expence ; but they feldom confume 

much provifion. They lofe their appetites in a 

ihort time ; and commonly in about two years 
expire,, from a total contraction of the joints of the 
body. 

In this horrid maniion I walked after my gukle 
for feme time, pondering on the ftrange tyranny 
and avarice of mankind, when I was accofted by a 
voice behind me, calling me by name, and enquiring 
after my health with the moil cordial affection. I 
turned and faw a creature -all black and hideousy 
who approached me, with a moft piteouat accent* 
demanding, " Ah! Mr. Everard, doh!t you knoW 
me ?*' Good God ! what was my furprize, when, 
through the veil of his wretchednefs, I difcovcrcd 
the features of my old and dear friend Count Alberti! 
I flew to him with affiedtion ; and, after a tear of con- 
dolance, a(ked how he came there ? To this he re- 
plied, that having fought a duel with a general of 
the Auftrian infantry againft the emperor's comr 
mand, and having left him for dead, he v(ras ob- 
liged to fly into one of the forefts of Iftria, where 
re was fir ft taken, and afterwards flieltered, bjr 

foine 
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(bme banditti, who had long infefted that quarter* 
With thefe he had lived for nine months, till, by a 
clofe inveftiture of the place in which they were* 
concealed, and after a very obftinate refiftance, in 
which the greateft part of theny^, he wasfecured 
and carried to Vienna, in order to be broken alive 
on the wheel. When he arrived at the capital, he 
Wits quickly known, and, feverai of the affociates 
of his accufation and danger witnefling his inno- 
cence, his punirtimentof the rack wa? changed into 
that of perpetual confinement and labour in the 
mines of Idra. A fejitence, in niy opinion, a 
thoufand times wo^fe than death. 

As Alberti was giving me this account, a young 
woman cjime up to h:m, who, at once I faw had 
been born for better fortune. ' The dreadful (ituation 
of the place was not able to deftroy her beauty, 
and even in this fcene of wretchednefs (he feem- 
ed to have charms to grace the moft brilliant afTem- 
bly. 

This lady was daughter to one of the fir(l families 
in Germany, and, having tried every means to^pr«« 
cure her lover's pardon without effe^, was at lad 
refgj^ed to iliare his miferies, as fhe could not re- 
lieve them. With him fhe accordingly" defcended 
into thefe roaniions, from which ^w ever return ; 
sad with him /he is contented to live> forgetting 

the 
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the gaieties of life ; with him to toil, defpifing 
the fplendouts of opulence, and contented with 
the confcioufnefs of her <Jwn conftancy. 

I am, dear Sir, 

Your's, &C.'* 

Now €an I tell all the feelings of your 
dear heart. Now fee I your fancy bufy 
with her magic pencil ; and aflfedting is 
the pifture it has begun. Begun— fot your 
y^eeping eyes will not fufFer you to finifh 
it. Gan not you through all your tears, 
diftinguifh Albert! and his wife dying in 
each others* arms ^fter about half a year.? 
What a fcene ! 

Is there any fum of money you would 
not give to have this tragedy end happily ? 
That of courfe, is impoflible. But Everard 
fpeaks of the poor fouls in his next letter, 
which I may perhaps fend you in ny 
next. 

Come be a good girl, and you (hall 

have it now, thbugh it will not give you 
'aiuch Gonfolation. 
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*' My laft to you was cxpreffive, and perhaps 
too much fo, of the gloomy (ituation of my mind. 
I own the deplorable condition of the worthy man 
defcribed in it, was enough to add double fever ity 
to the hideous maniions. At prefent, however, I 
have the happinefs to inform you, that I was fpe6ta- 
ator of the nioft a(Fe6ting fcene I ever yet beheld. 
Nine days after I had written my laft, a perfon 
came poll from Vienna to the little village near the 
mouth of the greater fhaft. -He was foon after fol- 
lowed by a feeond, and he by a third. The firft 
enquiry was after the unfortunate Count ; and I, 
liappening to overhear the demand, gave them the 
beft information. Two of thefe were the brother 
and coufin of the lady, the third was an intimate 
friend andfellow-foldierof the Count. They came 
with his pardon, which had been procured by the 
General with whom the duel had been fought, wh6 
was perfectly recovered from his wounds^ I led 
them with all the expedition of joy down to his 
dreary abode, and prefented to him his friends^ and 
and informed him of the happy change in his cir- 
cumftances. It would be impoflible to defcribe the 
joy that brightened tffTiis grief-worn couhtenance; 
nor was the young lady's emotion lefs vivid at fe6* 
ing her friends, and hearing of her hufband's firee-^ 
dom : -fome hours were employed ih mending the 
appearances of this faithful couple, nor could I 
without a tear behold him taking leave of the former 

wretched 
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wretched companions of his toil. To one he left 
his mattock ; .(o another his working cloaths ; to a 
third his little houfehold uteniils, fuch as were ne- 
ceflarj for him in that iituation. Wc foon emerged 
firom the mine, and he once again revifited the fight 
of the fun, which he had totally defpaircd of ever 
feeing. A poft-chaife was ready the next morning 
to take them lo Vienna, whither, I am fiuce inform- 
ed by a letter from himfelf, they are returned. 
The emprefs has taken them into favour j his for- 
tune and rank are rcftored ; and he and his fair 
partner ngiv have the pleaiing fatisfadtion of feeling 
happinefs with double relifh, becaufe they once 
knew what it was to be miferabfe." 

Says not our friend Sterne, that the cir- 
cumftance of his being at Hennes at the 
very time the Marquis reclaimed his for- 
felted nobility and his fwprd, was an in- 
cident of good fortune which will never 
happen to any traveller but a fentimental 
one ?-^I believe it ; and every other inci- 
dent of good fortune befall all fuch travel- 
lers ! 

Did not I &y this fecond part of the fto- 
ry would not afford you much confolation ? 

^ Excufe 



Excufe me for fuch a falfity. That was 
only to furprize you. Well I knew what 
would be my M.'s feelings. 

Are you as deep in aftrology as when 
you wrote laft to me ? On the page I have 
to fpare I will fend you (qme hafty lines 
which I fcribbled the other day to ridicule 
the weaknefs of a Dr.. W. -who is as great 
a — ^fool at leaft as Dryden, and never fails 
to c'aft the nativity of his children. 

Kind heaven has heard the parent's prayer. 
Each goflip halls the Ton and heir, 

" Pjay let the Doaor keS 
** My matter, ma*am? Your labour pad ; 
" He's got among the ftars, to caft 
" His fon*s nativity.*' 

Three hours elaps'd, our fage defcends. 

With " well, and how's the child, my friends ?" 

** He's happy. Sir, ere this." — 
•* Happy ! why yonder ftars ne'er fhed 
" Benigner influence on the head 

" Of happier, I guefs. 
Worth, virtue, wifdom, honour, wealth, 
** Man's beft and only riches, health, 

" Aflurcdly await 
It , . " " Hcav'n'* 
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" Heav'n's favoured chil d or never more 
^' Sa/ I have knowledge to explore 

** The fecret page of fate. 
" Twas there I read my bappj bof 
•* Full feventy fummcrs ihould enjoy 

** Ere"— -^^hen nurfe fobVd aad (aid, 
" Good lack ! —the babe, to whom kind heaven 
So many bounteous gifts hath given, 
" Thofe two hours hath been— dead." 



LETTER XXXVn. 
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To the Same. 

trchid, 

ft6 Jtnvary 1777. 

One of Lord Harcourt's fuite will carry 
this to England. His Lordfhip was relieved 
from guard yefterday by the arrival of the 
new Lord Lieutenant. As politicks have 
not much to do with love, I fhall not trou- 
ble you with a hiftory of the late reign^ or 
with a prophecy of what will be the pre- 
fent. . Only let our great aftors take care 

they do not play the farce of America in 
Ireland.. 

My 
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My fpirits, I thank you, are now tolera- 
bly well. But you know I am, at leaft I 
know I have been ever fince you have 
known me, a ftrange comical fellow. Nei- 
ther one thing nor t'other. Sometimes in 
the garret, but much oftner down in the 
cellar. If Salvator Rofa, or Rouflcau, 
wanted to draw a particular cbdradter, I 
am theii^ man* But you and I ffiiall yet be 
liappy together, I know ; and then my 
fpirits and paffions will return into theis 
ufual ^channels. 

Why do you complain of Ae langtulge 
and tcndemefi of my \et(ef$i Suppoie' 
they Witre tm tender; Wha* woeld you 
fay, t«rhat wbuld you thinly, then ? Mull 
hot love fpeak the language of love ? Nay. 
do wc not fee every day that lovotand reli- 
gion have mutual obligations^ and conti^ 
mialty bdrroiw phrafefr from each other ? 
Put Jamie ot Jenny, iriilead of Chrift, and 
fee what you will make of Mrs. Rowe's 
moft folemn poems, or of Dr. Watts's 
hymns. 

Let 
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Let me tranfcribe you a letter written by 
another perfon to a lady. 

'* Sir Benjamio telling me you were not come to 
" town at 3 o'clock, makes me in pain to know 
** how your Ton does, and I can't help enquiring af- 
** ter him and dear Mrs. Freeman^ The biihop of 
** Worcefter was with me this morning before I 
^ was drefled^ . I gave him my letter to the Qneeo, 
** and he has promifed to fecond it, and fecmcd to 
** undertake it very willingly : though, by all the 
** difcourfe I had with him (of which I will give 
•* you a particular account when I fee you) I find 
«• him very partial to her. The laft time he wai 
^ here, I told him yon had feveral times defired 
** you might m from me> and I have repeated the 
" fame thing agflo to him. For jnou may eafily tmt* 
** gine I would not negle A doing you right on all oc* 
** ciCfions. But I beg it again for Chrift Jefus's fidLCf 
'* that you would never name it any inore to me; 
^' for, be affiired', if you fhould ever do fo cruel a 
*'* thing as to leave me, from that moment 1 fliall 
** never enjoy one quiet hour. And fhould you 
do it without alking my confent (which if I ever 
give you may I never fee the face of heaven !) I 
will fliut myfelf up, and never fee the world 
** more, but live where 1 may be forgotten by 
" human kind." 

What 



u 
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What think you of this letter ? If it 
Ihould have been written by a woman to a 
woman, furely you will allow H. to write 
a little tenderly to his own M. This was 
really the cafe. - It is tranfcribed from 
J* an account of the condudk of the Dowager 
Dutchefs of MarlborilBgh," printed for W. 
Smith in Dame-nreet, Dublin, 1742, 
which I bought at Wilfon's in Dame-ftreet 
yefterday . The pamphlet contains ethers 
as loving. This I find page 40. It was 
written to I^ady Marlborough by her Mf- 
treis (one would have thought the^word. 
tniflrefs m one fenfe did belong to one of 
the partie:;) when Ihe' was only Princeis of 
Denmark* It refers to the quarrel between 
the Princefe and her royal ^fter and brp- 
ther-inrlaw, becaufe (he would not part 
with her favourite, upon Lord Marlbo- 
rough's having difpleafed the King. - 

Thefe two female lovers always corref- 
ponded, under the names of Mrs. Free- 
lan and Mrs. Morley, at the particular 

:fire of the Princefs, who fixed upon the 

names. 
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names. And this, after fhe vvaa Qpttn 
Anne. — Be affiired, my M. that, althoi^ 
I wiite to you with almoft the feme mad- 
nefs of aflfeftion, I will ever imitate her 
example, for all its royalty, and exchange 
you for a muflaroom of your owji raifin^ 
(jM^s. MaAam); 

I ■ . ■ ■ 

L E f IP E R xxxym 

To the Same* 

ftdm&f ^Fdr. 1777. 

RIy lafl? tiEisuf merry, you fei6\^. I can't 
fey as mach: for your laft. To-day yw 
muff fuffcr me to indulge my prefent turn 
of niind in tranfcribing fomething wltidi 
was left behind her by a Mrs. Dixon, who 
poifoned herfelf not long lince at Innif- 
killen. h was communicated to me by a 
gentleman, after a dinner yefterday^ who 
is come hither about bufineft, and lives io 
the neighbourhood of Innifkillen. 

The unhappy woman was not above 
nineteen years of age. She had been mar- 
ried 
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ried about two years, and lived with her 
hnfbahd all that time with Teeming e^fe and 
chearfulnefs. 

. -—She was remarkably chearful all the 
fatal day, had cprapany to difie with: her, 
made tea for them, in .the evenings fet . 
th^m down to cdrds, retired to her cham- 
ber, and drank her cup of ^rfcnick. 

— She left a writing on her table, in 
which is obfcurely hinted the fad circum- 
ftance which urgcid her impatienge.tQitiiiB 
defpcrate adk. « l '■•:■■ 

Enclofed is an exotft Copy ^even to the' 
fpelling. 

•* This is to let all the world Icnow, ihal hftars ^ 
of «ie, that it's no crimel eVer cbmimttcd dcctfi-^. 
oils this my untimely end ; but defpaSr of'-eyer-be* 
ing happy in this world, as I have fufficient reaforii • 
to think (b. I own 'tis a finful remedy, and vcrj^^ 
uncertain to feek happinefs, but I hope that God 
will forgive my poor foul ; Lord have mercy on it ! 
But all I beg is to let none reproach ixiy friends wrth 
it, or fufpeft nay- viitue or my honour in *thc 'leaft, ' 
though I am to be no more. * ' . 

Comfort my poor unhappy mptter, and brothers 
and lifters, and let all motl^ers. (ai^e care, and never 

force 
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forcf a child a$ mine^idxne: but I forgive her» and 
hopes God will forgive me, as I believe ihe meant 
my good by my marriage. 

Oh ! that unfortunate day 1 gave mj hand to 
one, whilft my heart was another's, but hoping 
that time and prudence would at length .return my 
fojoier peace and tranquillity of mind» which I 
wanted for a long time :, but oh ! it grieves me. to 
think of the length of eternity; and. the Lord faye 
me from eternal damnation ! Let no one blame 
Martin Dixon*, for he is in no fault of it. 

1 have a Tew articles which I have a greater re- 
gard for than any thing elfe that's mine, on account 
of him that gave them to me (but Ae is nox to be 
racntioned)~aDd . { have fome well-wilhers that 
I think proper to give them to. 

Firft, to Betty Balfour, ray iilver buckles; to 
Polly Deeryn, my diamond ring ; to Betty Mulli- 
gan, my laced (uit, cap, handkerchief and ruffles; 
to Peggy Delap, a new muflin handkerchief not yet 
henuned, which is in my drawer, and hope for m/ 
fake thofe perfons will accept of thefe trifles, as a 
teftimony of my regard for them. 

I would advife f Jack Watfon to behgve hioifelf 
in an honeft and obedient manner in refpedt to his 
mother and faint]/, as .he is all ihe has to depend 
upon now. 



♦ Herhufband^ 
t Her brother. 



I go 
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r now go in God!s naoote, though againft his com- 
mands, without wrath or fpleen to any ope upon 
earth. The very perfon I die for, I love him more 
than ever, and forgives him. I pray God grant 
liini more content and happinefs than he ever had^ 
and hopes he will forgive me, only to remeniher 
fuch a one died for him. 

There was, not long ago, fome perfons pleafed 
to talk fonielhing ag^inft my reputation, as to a 
man in this town ; but now when 1 ought to tell 
the truth, I may be believed : if ever 1 knew him, 
or any other but my hulband, may I never enter in- 
to glory ; and thfi" I forgive who faid fo; but let 
that man's wife take care of them that told her fo; 
for they meant her no good by it. 

With love to one, friehdihip to few, and good 
will t» all the world, I die, faying, the Lotd have 
mercy on my ioul ; with nit aa<vice t9 tdl peopU nrver 
49 fuffer a paffion of any fort to co$nmand them as mng^ 
did in fpUe of m- I pray God blefs all my friends 
and acquaintance, and begs them all to comfort my 
mother, who is unhap|jr in having fuch a Child as 
1, who IS afhamcd-to fubfcribe myfelf an un- 
worthy and difgraceful member of the church of 
Scotlaodi, 

Jane Watfod, 
otherwife Dizon.* 

My 
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My pen fhall not interrupt your medita- 
tions hereon, by nxaking a fingle refledtioiL 
We both of us have made, I dare %, 
too iwany on it. — Sh^ too was ^imy^ ^nA 
had her RoWn Gray. 

LETTER XXXIX. 

To the Same. 

t 

Ireland, 17 Match, 77. 

If you write as you wfote laft week, I 
cannot bear this diftance. Politlvely you 
mvifi: think of what I propofedlaft nionth. 

Tliat I may not ditbbey your commands 
this morning by writing too tenderly, I 
will tranfcribe you fomething in return for 
the contents of your iaft. It is in a differ- 
ent ftile, but full as capital Te^ mc 
whether you don't tliink ray French i?(;^«i 
Gray a good companion to your EngliA 
one, Tlie young Abbe who gave it me, 
affMM4 i»e it is almoft totally unknown 
even in France, Louis Petit (a friend of 

Comeille) 
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Corneille) wrote iti who died in i6g^. Do 
let me fet you the talk of tranflating it> 
when you will of courfe give Jeremiah leave 
to go and mind his own affairs. 

Dds que Rohin eut vu partir Toineiu 

II quitta lii fe (bin de fon troupeau> 

11 jetta loin panetiere et houlette, 

£t ne garda rien que fon chalumeau. 

II iamenta plus fort qu'un Jeremie ; 

II fouhaita mille fois le trefpas ; 

£t, dans fon mal> il na'a d'autre foula^ \ 

Que d'entonner, fur fa Hdte jolie> 

Trifte chanfon» qui finit par, he las f 

Ceft grand pitif d'edre loin de s'amie. 

Ces derniersinots, fanscciTer, il r^p6te, 
Tantot ailis fur le bord d'un ruiifeau, 
Tantot coucb6 defliis la tpndre herbette, 
Tantot le dos appuy^ d*iin ormeau. 
One ne mena Berger fi trifte vie. 
Du doux fommeil il ne fait plus de cas^ 
Plus qu'un Hermite il fait iriaifgres repas ; 
Dances ct jeux ne lui plaifent plus naie, 

Et dans fa bouchc il n'a rien qu'un ^helas t 

Ccft grand p\t\e d'eftre lorn dc s'amie. 

n II n>ft 
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H n'cft berger qui fon mal ne regret te j 
E^ pr6s de lui bergeres du hamean 
Vienrient chanter, iilant leur quenouillettej 
Pour confoler ce trifte paftourcau. 
Mais leur doux chant point ne le folatie, 
Tant la douleur le tient dedans fes lacs ! 
Pour ne les voir, les yeux tIent toujours ba$ ; 
Et, fi 'eur dit, ** laifT^x-naoi, je vous prici" 
Puis auffitot revient i fon— — helas f 
C'efl grand piti6 d'eftre loin de s'amie. 

ENVOI. 

Fills de Cyprisy plus malin qu'une pie, 
A confoler Robin Ton perd ks pas : 
T»metfe feule, airec fes doux appas, 
Le pcut tirer de fa melancholie : 
. Rends la lui done ; car, apr^s tou t ■■ hdlas? 
C'eft grand piti^ d'eftre loin de s'amie. 

LETTER XL. 

To the Same. 

Ireland, Xo April, 1777*' 

Now you fee there are fomething'in 

Dreams. But why is not your alarming 

letter more . particular about your com- 
plaint { 



pl^nt? Dq they nurfe you as tenderly, as 
I would ? Are they careful about your .me- 
dicines ? For God's ^ke tell them all round 
what hapf)ened lately here to Sir William 
Yorke, the chief juftice, . -^ 

Sir William \yas griypufly afBii^ed >yitb 
the ftone. ,. In his fevere. fits he ufed to take 
a certain quantity of laudanum drops. On 
calling for his ufual remedy, during the 
itioft tacking pains of his diliepfiper, the 
drops could not be.foufid. ; The fervant 
-was idifpatched to, hjs apothecary ; but, 
inllead; of laudanum drops he afked for 
laudanum. A quantity of laudanum wag 
accordingly fent, with fpecial charge riot to 
glve^Sir William more than twenty -foui 
drops. But. the fellow^ forgetting the cav%- 
tion, ' gave the bottle into his mailer's 
hand, who, in his agony, drank up the 
whole contents, and expired in lefs;than 
an-hour.v . i; f: ;; , i ;\. . 

Why, my deareft love, did yoa con^ 
ceal your illnefs from me fo long ? Now, 
you may have revealed the fituation of 

G 2 your 



your health to rae too laf e. Goci forbid ! 
— ^If I write more, I (hall write like a mad- 
man. A gentleman takes this who fails 
for England to-day. To-morrow or next 
day the Colonel will be here. If Lord S, 
as I have reafon to expeft, has influenced 
him to refufe me leave of abfence, I will 
moll certainly fell out diredly, which I 
have an opportunity to do. At any rate I 
will be with you in a few days. If I 
come without a commiiSion you muft not 
be angry. To find you both difpleafed 
and ill, will be too much for your poorH. 

For my (ake, be careful. Dr. • I in- 

fift upon your not having any longer. His 
experience and humanity are upon a pan 
Pofitively you muft contrive fome niethod 
for me to fee you. How can love like 
mine fiipport exiftence if you fliould beill> 
and I ihoirid not be permitted to fee- you! 
— ^But I can neither think nor write any 
more. r • \ 



; 1 ' 
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LET T E R XLI. 

I 

To the Same, 

Cannon CofFce-hourc, 
Charing-Crofs^ 4 May, 77. 

Did you get the incoherent fcrawls I 
wrote y efterday and the day. before ? Your 's 
I have this inftant read ^nd wept over. 
Your* feeble writing fpe^lsis you weaker 
than you own. Heavens, am 1 come hi- 
ther only to find I muft not fee you! Bet- 
ter I had ftaid in Ireland. Yet, iipw do I 
breathe the fame air with you. Nothing 
but your note laft night could have pre- 
vented me, at all hazards, from forcing 
my way to your bed-fide. In vain did I 
watch the windows afterwards, to gather 
information from the pafling lights whe- 
ther you were better or worfe. For God 
of Heaven's fake fend me an anfwer to 
this. 



G 3 LET- 
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L E T' T E R XLIL 
To Mf — . 

A. 4 M«y, 1777, 

3 a dock. 

• ♦ .* ■ • 

My dear miftreis bids me write this from 
her mouth—'" TJiefe are the laft words I 
fpeak. My laft thpugfits will be on yoUt 
my deareft H. In the next world 
we fhall meet. Live, and cherifli my me- 
mory. Accept the contents of this little 
box. Be a friend to my children. My 
little girl."- ^■'. ,. .' . 



. • 



L B T T E R XLHl 

I • 

To the Same. 

- ' A. 4Ma3r^ 1777. 

5.o*clock* 

My dear Soul, 
At the hazard of my life I write this to 
tell you Heaven has fpared my life to your 
prayeis. The unfinifhed note, which my 
hafty jnaid — I can't go on. 

Sir, 
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Sir, 

My dear Miftrefs bids me fay. Sir, 
that her diforder has taken a turn within 
this hour, and the phyficians have pro- 
nounced her out of all danger.— -Honoured 
Sir, I humbly crave your pardon for fend- 
ing away my fcribble juft now, which I 
am afraid has made you uneafy ; but in- 
deed, Honoured Sir, I thought it was all 
oyer with my poor dear miftrefs; and 
then, I am fyne . 1 (hould have broke my 
heait. For, to be fure, no fejrvant ever 
had a better^ nor a kinder miftrefs. Sir, 
I prefunpie lo fee your Honour to-morrow. 
My miftrefs fainted away as (he began 
this, but is iK)w better. 

A. 6 »*dock. 
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[ 12« ] 



LETTER XLIV. 



To Mifs 



47jaQc, 1777, 
5 o'clock. 

As 1 want both appetite and fpirits to 
touch my dinner, 'though it has been ftand- 
ing before me thefe ten minutes, I can 
claim no merit in writing to you. May 
you enjoy that pleafure in your delighted 
fituation on the banks of the Thames, 
which no fituation, no thing upon earth, 
can in your abfence afford me ! 

Do you aflc me what h& lowered my 
fpirits to-day ? Til tell you. Don't be an- 
gry, but I have been to fee the laftof poor 
Dodd. Yes, ** poor Dodd!'* though his 
life was juftly forfeited to the laws of his 
country. The fcene was aflfefting — it was 
the fir ft of the kind I had ever feen ; and 
Ihall certainly be the laft. Though, had I 
been in England when Peter Tolofa was 

defervedly 
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defervedly exccifted in February, for killing 
Duarzey, . 'a young French woman wifh 
whom he lived. I believe 1 ihould have 
attended the laft moments of a man who 
could murder the objfe6t of his love. F<?)r 
the credit of my country, this man (doe» 
he defervc the iiaine of man J) was a Spa- 
niard. 

Do not think I want tendernefs, becaufe 
I was prefent this morning. Will you al- 
low yourfelf to want tender nefs, becaufe 
you have been prefent at Lear*s madnefs^ 
or Ophelia's ? Certainly not. Believe me 
(you will believe me, I am fure)— I do not 
make a profeflion of it, like George S. 
Ypur H. is neither arti/le nor Amateur — ^nor 
do I, like Paoli's friend and hiftorian, hire 
a window by the year, which looks upoa 
the Grafs-market at Edinburgh* 

Raynall's book you have read, arid ad- 
mire. For its humanity it merits admira- 
tion. The Abb6 does, not countenance ar^ 
* attendance on fcenes of this fort by his. 
writings^ but he does by his condud* And 

G 5. Iwoidd 



"i would • fooTier: tiatKb f •. Bjrai6tice'4S word thin 
.'Theory^* Upon njy 'honour-Raynall and 
: Ghirki Fox,, notwithftanding* the rain, be- 
held . the whole from the top of ah unfi- 
-uUhed houfej clofc:b;J^.>the ftahd m whidi 
,1 had a place. ...: " ; > 

: Howjcver. itncanlyuDodd beKa>Ged ibrraer- 
ly, in throwing the blame of his applicati- 
on <6 thechancdbr on' his wife^ he cer- 
tainly died with refolution. More^ than 
•once :to-day -I have ^ heard that tefolution 
afcribed to his hopie ihathis fnend Hawe% 
the humane founder of the hurhane fociety, 
would, be able to reftore him to life. Btit 
I give- him more credit. Befides, Voltaire 
obferves that the ^courage of a dying man 
is in proportion to the number of -thofe who 
are profent-^— ^nd St. Evremood (the 
friend of the French M.) difcovered that 
ks ^nghis Jurpaffmt toutes ks nations a mmif. 
LiCt me furpafs all mankind in happinefe, 
by poffefling my Nimn for life, and I care 
not how I die. : ; 

Some little circumflances ftruck me this 

morning, which, however you may refufe 

to 



^K 
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to forgive me for fo fpending my morning, 
[ am fure you would not forgive me were I 
to ornit.— rBefore the melancholy proceflion 
arrivej, a (qw was driven into thefpace left 
for the fad ceremony, nor could the idea of 
the approaching fibene, which had brought 
the . Ipeftators toglether, prevent too many 
from la^yghing, and fliouting, and enjoying 
the, poior aiiimal'&diftrefe, as- if ihey had 
pnly come to Tyburn to fee a fow baitM. 
After the arrival of the proceflion, the 
preparation of the unhappy viftim mixed 
fomething dilagreesably ludicrous with the 
folemnity. The tendereft could not but 
feel it, though they might be forry that 
did feel it. The poor man's wig was to be 
taken off, and the night-cap brought for 
the purpofe was too little, and could not 
be pulled on without force. Valets de 
chajnbre are the greateft enemies to heroes. 
Every guinea in my pocket would I have 
given, that he had not worn a wig, or 
that (wearing one) the cap had been 
bigger. 

At 



At laft arrived the moment of death. 
The driving away of the cart was accom- 
panied with a noife which beft explained 
the feelings of the fpeftators for the firffer- 
er. Did you never obferve, at the fight 
or the relation of any thing (hocking, that 
you clofed your teeth hard, and drew in 
your breath hard through them, fo as to 
make a fort of hiffing found ? This was 
done (o univerfally at the fatal moment, 
that I am perfuaded the noife might have 
been heard at a confiderable diftance. For 
my owp part, I detedled myfelf, in a cer- 
tain mapner, accompanying his body with 
the niotion of my own ; as you have feen 
people wreathing and twilling and biafling 
themfelves, after a bowl which they have 
juft delivered. 
Not all the refufcitating powers of Mr. 
Hawes can, I fear, have any effedt j it 
was fo long before the mob would fujflfer 
the hearfe to drive away with his body.— 
Thus ended the life of Dr. Dodd. How 
fliocking, that a man with whom I have 

eaten 
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eaten and drank, (hould leave the world 
in fuch a manner ! a manner which, from 
familiarity, has almoft ceafed to (hock us, 
except when our attention is called to a 
Perreau or a Dodd. How many men, 
bow many women, how many young, 
and, as they fancy, tender females, with 
all their fenfibilities about them, hear the 
founds, by which at this moment I amdif- 
turbed, with as much indifference as they 
hear muffins and matches cried along the 
ftreets ! I'he laft dying fpeech and cmfejfum^ 
hirthy parentage^ and education — Familiarity 
has even annexed a kind of humour to the 
cry. We forget that it always announces 
the death (and what a death!) of one fel- 
low being; fometimes of half a dozen, or 
even more. 

A lady talks with greater concern of cat- 
tle-day than of hanging-day. And her 
maid contemplates the mournful engrav- 
ing at the top of a dying fpeech, with 
more indifference than fhe regards the ho- 
neft tar hugging his fweetheart at the top 

of 
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of " Blackeyed Sufan/* All that ftrikes us 
is the ridiculous tone in which the halfpen- 
ny ballad-finger chants the requiem. We 
little recoUeft that, while we arefmilingat 
the voice of the charmer, wives or huf- 
bands (charm (he never fo wifely ) children, 
parents, or friends, perhaps all thefe and 
more than thefe, as pure from crimes as 
we, and purer ftill pethaps, are weeping, 
over the crime and punilhment of the dar- 
ling and fupport of their lives. Still lefide 
we at this moment ( for the printer always 
gets the ftart of the hangman, and many 
iman has bought his owndyingrfpcech on 
bis return to Newgate by virtue of a re^ 
prieve)— ^ftill lefs do wealk ourfelves, whe- 
ther the wretch, who, at the moment we 
hear this ( which ought to ftrike us as an)' 
awful found, finds the haher of death a- 
bout his neck, iand now takes the longing 
farewel, and now hears the horfes whipped 
and encouraged to draw from under him 
f3r ever, the cart which he now, now, now 
feels depart from his lingering feet—whether 

this 
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this wrctcK areally deferved to die more 
than we. . Afas ! were, aa fpe^-tator to at- 
tend exeaitions hut thofe who dtferve to 
:live, Tyiburn , would he honoured with 
rmodi ftWnncr congregations. 






I ><- 



. , . . , . ^ttii Cannon CofFcc-hoyfe, 

\\[je]lT-|I have .made an uncomfortable 
fort of a meal on tea^, arjid.now I will con- 
1-ii^9P,4ny QOfivierfetipa ^yith you. Conver- 
/atm^&, plague on words, they will bring 
along .wHh them ideas I This is all the 
conyerfatjon we niuft have together for 
fome days. Have. I defer ved the mifery of 
Jbejrtg abfent from my M. ? To brin^ 
proofs of my love, wiDuld be to bring 
.pft^ of my exiftenqe. They muft end 
together. Oh M. does^ the chafte refojuti- 
on wbjich I .b^ve^b Jceligioufly obferved e- 

ver fince I oflfejrqd you marri35ge defervenp 
jfinil;^ frojpyFortvine? I^ then my evil : ge- 
nius never to relent ? Had I not determined 
tOi.-defcj^ve.HhatfiiQCcis which it is not for 

mortals 
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mortals to command, I Ihould never have 
ilruggled with my paffions ok I did the firft 
time we met after your recovery. What 
a ftruggle ! The time of year, the time of 
day, the fituation, the danger from which 
you were hardly recovered j the number of 
months fince we had met, the iangour of 
your mind and body, the bed, the every 

thing Ye cold-blooded, white-livered 

"fons and daughters ofchaftity, have ye no 
praifes to bellow on fuch a forbearance as 
that ? Yet when your ftrehgtb failed yoli, 
and grief and tendernefs diflblved youia 
my arms ; when you reclined your cheek 
upon 'my (houlder, and your warm tears 
dropt into my bofom ; then — who could re- 
frain ;^ then 

What then, ye clay-cold hy per-criticks 
in morality; 

Then — even then——" I took but one 
kifs, and Itore myfdf away." 

Oh that I could take only one kx)k, at 
this moment! ^ 

Your laft feys th/m willjbmc^. Alas, I 

tee 
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fee no figns of it* Our profpcds feem fhut 
up for ever. 

With regard to the ftage w« will 

talk of it. My objc6tions are not becaufe 
I doubt your fuccefs. They are of a diflfe- 
rent kind t he objeftions of love and 
delicacy. Be not uneafy about my felling 
out. The ftep was not fo imprudent. 
What think you of orders ? More than 
once you know you have told me I have 
too much religion for a foldier. Will you 
condefcend to be. a poor parfon's wife ? 
But I ihall write till to-morrow at this rate. 

LETTER XL V. 

To the Same. 

Since laft night I have changed my mind 
— totally changed it. I charge you Hot to 
fee Mrs. Yates this morning. Write her 
word your mind is changed. Never will I 
confent to be fupportedby your labours. 

Never, 



■i 
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Never, never (hall your face, your perfon, 
your accomplidiments be expofed for fo 
much an hour. By the Jiving God I will 
not forgive you if you do not give up all 
thoughts of any fuch thing. 

LETTER XLVL 
To the Same. 

Croydon, 
ao Btpi, 1197. 

That you have taken to drawing gives 
mc particular pleafore. Depend upon it 
you will find it fuit your genius. But, in 
truth, your genius feizes every thing. 
While your old friend is eating his com, I 
fit down td tell you this j which I would 
not fay to your face, left you ftiould call it 
flattery. Though you well know flattery 
is a thing in which we never deal. My o- 
pinion of the great man's ftile of painting, 
who condefcends to improve you in draw- 
ing, is exad^ly your's. Pofterity will agree 
with us. The fubjeds you recommend to 

his 
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his pencil are fuch as I flibuld havse cxpedt- 
ed from my M.'s fancy. While I walked 
my horfe hither this morning, two or three 
fubjedts of different forts occured to me. 
All of them would not fuit his ftyle. But 
I know one or two of them would not dif- 
pleafe you, if well executed. Some of 
them I will fend you. ■ 

Louis xiv, when a boy, viewing the 
battle of St. Anthony from the top of Cha- 
ronne. In 1 650, I think. 

Richard Cromwell, when the Prince dc 
Conti, Conde*s brother, told him in con- 
TOriktioo, at Montpelier, without know- 
ing him, that Oliver was a great man, but 
that.OlifVier^ &m was a jnifcrcant for not 
knowing how to pfo&t by Hs &ther's 
crimes. 

Milt<im, when the idea firft ftruck him of 
changing his myftery into an epic poem. 

Demofthenes declaiming in a iiorm. 

William the Conqueror, and his rebel- 
lious fon Robert, difcovering ^ach other in 
a battle i after they had encountered hand 

to. band for fome time. 

• ■ ^ » • 

Charles 
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Charles XII. tearing the Vizir's robe 
with his fpur. AncJ again, after : lying in 
bed ten months at Demotica. 



it 



— —— Though my mother could na fpeai:. 
She look'd in mj face till my heart was like 
to break." 

The Abl-a Prior's Solomon, ' 

'' When ihcy with modeft fcorn. the wreath re* 

m 

turn'dy 
V Reclin*d her beauteoun neck, and inward 
niourn'd.'' 

- Our Elizatbcth, when (he gave her Eflcx 
a box on the ear. 

Chatterton's Sir Charles Bawdin, part- 
ing from his wif e 

** Then tir'd out with raving loud, 

" She fell upon the floor i 
** Sir Charles f xerted all his might, 

" And marcKd from out the door/' 

The Conference of Auguftus, Anthony' 
and Lepidus ( you arc deep in Goldfmith, 

I know.) 
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I know.) Do you remember fhe fcene? 
Equally fufpicious of treachery, they agreed 
to meet on a little ifland near Mutina. Le- 
pidus firft paft over. Finding every thing 

fafe, he made the fignal Behold them^ 

yonder, feated on the ground, on the high- 
eft part of a defolate ifland, unattended, 
fearful of one another, marking out citiei 
and nations, dividing the whole world be*- 
tween them ; and mutually refigning to de- 
ftrudlion, agreeably to lifts which each 
prefehted, their deareft friends and neareft 
relations. —• Salvator Rofe would not 
make me quarrel with him for doing the 
back ground. Your friend, if any one 
living, could execute the figures. 

Let me fuggeft one more fubjedl. 
Monmouth's decapitation, in the time of 
James ii. Hiftory fpeaks well of his face 
and perfon. The circumftances of his 
death -are thefe. He defired the executi- 
oner to difpatch him with more (kill than 
lie had difpatched Ruffel. Thitf only ad- 
ded 
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ded to die poor fellow^ confiifion, wHq 
ilrvick an infcdtual blow. Monmouth raif^ 
ed !iis face from the block, and with a lode 
( which I cannot defcribe, but the painter 
muft give ) reproached his failure. B y 
the turn of the head, the efFeft of the blow 
might be concealed, and left to fancy ; who 
might QoUedt it from the faces of the near- 
eft fpedtators — — The remainder of the 
fcene is too (hocking for the eye, almoft for 
theeau— But, I know not how, whenever 
I am awa> from you, nothing is too (hock- 
ing for me ■ - ■ ■ M onmouth again laid 
down his head. The executioner ftruck 
SLg^Anand again^ toas liltle purpofe; and, 
at lail, threw down the axe. The (h^tiff 
oblig'xl the man, whofe feelings all muft 
pity and refped, to renew his attempt. 
Two ftrokes more finifhed the butchery. 

Were it poffible to tear oflf this laft fub- 
jeft without deftroying half my letter, I 
really \y.ould. It will make you fhudder 
too much. But,, you fee, it is not pofTi- 
blei and yo^ prefer fuch a letter Hi this, 

I know, 
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I know, to none. The paper only affords 
me room to fay my horfe is ready. Eve»^ 
ftep he carries me from you, will be a ftcp 
from happineft. 



LETTER XLVII. 
To the Same. 

Oh ! niy deateft M. what I have gbne 
thrdugh fmce I wrote to you laft night it is 
impoflible for me to defcribe. Thank God, 
you were not in town ! Suffice it that mty 
honor and life ate both as you wifh tfeeinS. 
Now, mine of laft night is more intelligi- 
ble. How ftrange, that the kindeft letter 
almoft you ever- wrote me, fliould come to 
me precifely at the time 1 was obliged to 
make up my mind to quit the world, or, 
what is more, tmch morCy to quit you! 
Yet, fo it was. 

The 



[ ^44 ] 

The ftory my letter mentioned, of a 
friend who had received fuch an aflfront as 
no human being could away with, was my 
own. Your feelings agreed with me, I am 
fure. Duelling is not what I defend. In 
general, almoft always, it may be avoided. 
But cafes may be put, in which it can be 
avoided only by worfe than death, by cver- 
lafling difgrace and infamy. Had I fallen, 
I know where my laft thoughts would have 
lingered ; and you and your children would 
have had fome token of my regard. Be 
affured the nutter is for ever at an end, and 
at an end as properly as even you «an 
wifh. How happy (hall we be, in 79, or 
80 (for before that time we (hall furely be 
bleft with each other!), to have thofe 
friends about us who were privy to this 
day i and to talk over the polTibility of it! 

H. in all thy future life (acred be every 
fifth of February } 

My mind is too much agitated to 
write any more this evening. To- morrow 
I will be more particular. My laft I am 

fure 



r 
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fure could not^rm you ; though, had any 
thing happened, it would have prepared 
you. Don't be alarmed by this. Upon 
my honour ! (with wTiich you know I never 
preface a felfity) I am not hurt; nor, as it 
fince.ti:p:ns out, is the other gentleman— at 
leaft not materially. 

One trifling circumftance I mull mention. 
As I was determined either to kill or be 
killed (unlefs fufficient apologies ftiould be 
made),— /fe only proper^ and kaft pernicious 
idea of dueUing^ — I did not fee why I (hould 
not recruit mty ftrength as much as poffible. 
So about .three o'clock, I took fome cold 
(addle of mutton and brandy and water at 
my friend's. After which I went home to 
feal up fome things for you, v^here my 
friend was to call for me. When I faw 
him coming to my door between 4 and 5, 
I had juft wrung the affectionate hand of 
the man I moll value, . and committed to 
his care yoU and your dcuX little girl, and 
my dear filler, &c. &c. Love, honour, 
revenge, and all my various feelings would, 

H in 
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in fpite of myfelf, parch my tongue. As 
I took my hat out of my dreffing-room, I 
filled a wine-glafs of water, and drank half 
of it, to moiften my mouth. When I faw 
that glafs again, about an hour ago, on 
returning to that home, which I never 
again thought to fee, in order to write to 
her of whom I thought I had taken my laft 
leave in this world — when I took that glafs 
^gain into my liand, recolledled my feel- 
ings on fetting it down, and emptied the 
remainder of its contents, a libation of gra- ' 
litude to the fuperintending Providence of 
Keaven — Oh M. no pen, not even your's, 
can paint my feelings ! 

Only remember— in all our future life, 
each fifth of Pebruary be ever facred 1 



L E T- 
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L E T t E R XLVin. 



- To the Same. 



% March, 1778. 



Your going out of town fo fuddenly has 
not ferved to mend my fpirits, but I will 
be as merry as I can. Were I to be very 
miferable after my late miraculous adven- 
ture, I (hould be guilty 6^ fulknnefs againll 
Providence. The minute account I gave 
you of it lad week, was, I aflure you, 
diiflated to my pen by my feelings, before 
they had forgotten the affefting circum- 
ftances. Your obfervations are truly juft 
and ftriking. Unpardonable as the affront 
which I had received appears to mortal 
eyes, I ^fhould not readily, I fear, have 
found an anfwer to the quellion of the en- 
quiring angel, on entering the woild of 
fpirits, *^ What brings you hither ?" 

Did I tell you o'Saturday the particulars 
of the poor fellow who fufFered this day 

H % fe'nnight 
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fe'nnight for murdering Mrs. Knightly? 
They are fmgular. He was an Italian, I 
underftand. Such a thing is not credible, 
but of an Italian. 

Mrs. Knightly's account was, that on 
the i8th of January Ce|?pi came into her 
room, (he being in bed, locked the door, 
fat himfelf in a chair; and told her he was 
come to do her bufinefs. She, not under- 
ftanding this, afked him to let her get out 
of bed; which he did. He then took from 
his jx)cket two piftols. She went towards 
the door in order to get out ; but he fet bis 
back againft it. She, to appeafe him, told 
him he might ftay breakfeft. He anfwer- 
cd he would have none, but would give 
her a good one. She then called out to 
alarm the houfe, ran towards the bed, and 
faid, " pray, don't fhoot me !" and drew 
up clofe to the curtains. He followed, and 
difcharged the piftol ; after which he threw 
himfelf acrofs the bcji, and fired the other 
piftol at himfelf, which did n6i take effcdt. 
During this, a waflierwoman ran up-ftairs, 

and 
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and with a poker broke the bottom pannel 
of the door, through which Mrs. Knightly 
was drawn half-naked, and Ceppi, follow- 
ing, ran down flairs 5 but was purfiied and 
taken. In his defence, he faid, he had 
propofed honourable terms of marriage to 
her, but that (he had refufed and defcrted 
him ; that he was overcome with grief and 
love, and tliat his defign was not to hurt 
her» but to fhoot himfelf in her prefence. 

It appears, lam afraid, from all ihecir- 
cumflances, that, whatever his defpair 
meant with regard to his own life, he cer- 
tainly was determined to take away her's. 
How unaccountably muft nature have mix- 
ed him up! Befides the criminality and bru- 
tality of the bufinefs, the folly of it fliikes 
me^ What — becaufe the perfon, on whom 
I have fixed tny affedtions, has robbed me 
of happinefs by withdrawing her\ fliall I 
let her add to the injury, by depriving me 
of exiftence alfo in this world, and of every 
thing in the next ? In my opinion, to run 
the chance of being murdered by the new 

H 3 objedl 



objed of her affedions, or of murdering 
him, is as little reconcilable to common 
fenfe as to common religion. How much 
lefs fo to commit complicated murder, 
which muft cut off all hopes in other 
worlds ! 

Yet, could I believe (which I own I can- 
not, from the evidence in this cafe), that 
the idea of dellroying her never ftruck him 
till his finger was at the trigger — that his 
only intention was to lay the breathlcfs 
body of an injured lover at her feet — Had 
this been the faft, however I might have 
condemned the deed, I certainly fliould 
have wept over the momentary phrenzy 
which committed it. But, as nothing ap- 
pears to have paft which could at all make . 
him change his plan, I mull (impoffible as 
it feems) fuppofe him to have deliberately 
formed fo diabolical a plan — and muft re- 
joice that he was not of the fame country, 
while I lament that he was of the fame or- 
der of beings, v.Ilh myfclf 

If 
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If the favour I mentioned to you o'Satur- 
day be at all out of courfe, pray don't 
afk it. Yet the worthy veteran I want to 
ferve has now and then ktn things happem 
not altogether in courfe. When he called 
this morning to learn how I had fucceeded, 
I obferved to him, whi^e Ave were talking,, 
that he got bald. *' Yes," fi^id he, fhaking^ 
his grey liai.s, ** it will happen fo by peo- 
ple's continually ftepping over one's head." 

He little fufpefted the channel of my 
application, but he aflcedmethis morning, 
whether 50I.. if he could fcrape it together^. 

properly Aid into Mifs : '& hand, might 

not forward his views. My anfwer was, 
that I had no acquaintance with the lady, 
but I knew fa* certain that (he had never 
in her life foiled her fingers with the fmalleft- 
prefent of this fort. 

, Happy, bleft, to know you, to love- 
you, and be loved by you ] 



H 3 L E T^ 
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LETTER XLIX. 
To the Same. 

Hockerill, 
5 Sept. I77S; 

Here did I fit, more than tvi^o years ago, 
in this very room, perhaps in this very 
chair, thanking you for blife, forparadifc; 
all claim to which I foon after voluntarily 
refigned, becaufe I hoped ihey would/oon 
be mine by claims more juft, if poffible, 
than thofe of love. Two years. — how 
have I borne exiftencc all the while ! But 
delicacy, and refped for you, enjoined for- 
bearance. And hope led me on from day 
to-day, de<:siving time with diftant proA 
peiSts which I thought at hand. When will 
the tedious journey end .? When will my- 
weary feet find reft ? When fliall I fleep 
away my fatigues on the down-foft pillow 
of the bofom of love ? Should hope con- 
tinue to deceive me, you never (hall make 
me happy, till you make me your huf- 

band. 



band. Yet, as we fate, upon tlie gra% 
under the trees near the water, yefterday^, 
jufr before you returned me my ftick, bc- 
caufe you thought the gentleman coming 
along the path by the mill was a certain, 
perfon— -yet, had I then loofened another 
button or two of my favourite habit, which, 
was already opened by the heat •, had I 
then (you remember, my Laura^ the con- 
verfation and the fcene) forgotten my refo- 
lution, forgotten every thing, and riotted 
■ in all your glowing charms, which only 
love like mine could withftand — who is lie 
would dare to blame me ? Who would 
dare to fay I had done what he would not 
have done ? But the fcene muft be fhifted. 
—Sally Harris, you know, arrived only at 
the dignity of Pomona at Hockerill. Had 
my M. her due, mankind at large would 
admit her double claim to the titles of 
Minerva and of Venus, 

To deep here is impoflible. As well ex • 
pe<5l the mifer to fleep in the place where 
he once hung in raptures over a hidden 

H-5 treafurc 
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treafure which is now' loft. This letter I 
have an opix)rtunity to fend to our old 
friend, for you, without taking it to town. 
Let me fill up the remainder of my paper 
with an almoft incredible anecdote I learned 
from a gentleman who joined me oii the 
road this morning, and travelled fome 
miies with me. It happened laft week I 
think. Peter Ceppi you remember. Surely 
that Providence which which prevents the 
propagation of monfters, does ftot fuffer 
fuch monjlrous examples as the/3 to propa- 



gate. 



One Empfon, a footman to Dr. Bell, 
having in vain courted for fome time a fer- 
vant belonging to Lord Spencer, at laft 
caufed the bans to be put up in .church, 
without her confent; which (he forbad. 
Being thus difappointed, he meditated re- 
venge ; and having got a perfon to write a 
letter to her, appointing a meeting, he 
contrived to way-lay her, and fur prize 
her in Lord Spencefs park. On her 
fcreaming, he difcharged a piftol at her, 

and 



miL. 
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and made his efcape. The ball wounded \ 
her but not mortally. 

Oh love, love, can'ft thou not be con* - 
tent to make fools of thy flaves^ to make . 
them miferable, to make them what thoa . 
pleafcft ! Muft thou alfo goad them qn tq 
crimes! muft. thou convert them into de-»^~ 
vils ! ' • 



L E T T E R U 
To the Same. 



ftreet^ 



ft 8 Jan. 177s;. 

The (hort note I wrote to you laft nighty . 
immediately on my reaching town, you 
received, I hope. But why no anfwer to 
it f Why do you not fay when we fhall 
meet ? I have ten thoufand things to tell . 
you. My fituation in Norfolk is lovely. 
Exadly what you like. The parfonage- 
houfe may be made very comfortable at a 
trifling expence. How happily fhall we 
fpend our time there ! How glad am I that 

I have : 
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I have tal^n orders, and what obltgations 
have I to my dear B. to Mr. H. and Dr. V.! 
Now, my happincfi can be deferred no 
longer; My charafter and profeffion arc, 
now, additional weights in the fcalc. Oh 

• then^ oonfeht to marry me directly. The 
day I lead you to ' the altar wUl be the hap- 
pieft day of my exiftence. 

Tlianks, a thoiifand thanks for your ten- 
der and affedionate letters while I was in 
Norfolk. Be aflured G. could mean nothing 
by what (he faid* She is our firm friend, 
I am perfuaded. About an hour ago, I 
called there ; but (he was out. Prefently I^ 
Ihall go again with this,, in the hope of 

. hearing fomething about you. 

Oh M. ! every day I live I do but difco- 
ver more and more how impoflible it is for 
me to live without you. 

Don*t forget the 5th of next month. 
We muft keep that day facred together. 



LET- 
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LETTER LI. 

To the Same. 



T ftrcct. 



7 Feb. 177^ 

While I. live I will never forget your 
behaviour yefterday. Were I to live an 
hundred years, I could never tliank you 
enough. But your will be done. 



The note I rifqued yefterday you got, 
I hope. If you had not anfwered my laft 
but one, I (hould certainly have thrown 
this bundle of paperjs into the fire. Since 
you are now a good girl again, f fend, 
them to you. May they afford you any 
thing like entertainment! It was but laft 
night I finifhed them. — Adieu. — Much as I 
dread the expedition, to-morrow I believe 
muft be the day, 

1 7 Febrnary, 7^, 



LET- 



\Si 
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LETTER LH. 

To the Same. 

At fet — ao Fcbrnaxy, 17751. 

My dear little angel! I wrote my laft 
letter to you yefterday at 1 1 o*clock, juft 
when we failed. I dined at two o'clock, 
and, as for the afternoon, I had forne mu- 
lie. I have my own fervant on board that 
plays, and a couple of hands from London 
for the fix weeks I am out. We we're a 
good many at dinner. I had about nine 
people yefterday, and ftiall have more 
when the reft of my fquadron join me. 
They fiaid with me till near feven. I got 
to fupper about nine o'clock ; but I could 
not eat, and fo got to bed about lo. — I 
then prayed for you, my deareft love; 
killed your deareft little hair; and lay 
down, and dreamt of you ; and had you 
on the dear little couch ten thoufands times 
in my arms, kiffing you and telling you 
how much I loved and adored you; and 

you 



1 feemeed pleafed ; but, -alas, when I 
ke I found it all dilbijion — no body by me 
t myfelf at fea. I rofe by time, at half paft 
ty and went upon deck. There I found 
' friend Billy, and walked with him for 
)ut ao hour, till Bairington came to me. 
e then breakfalled about 8 o'clock, and 
g I began and exercifed the (hips under 
' command till i2 It is now one, and 
en I finifh this letter to you, my dear 
e, I (hall drefs and go to dinner at two 
lock. It is a rule on board to dine at 2, 
rakfaft at 8, and fup at g — always, if 

:hing hinders me, I (hall be a-bed by 
, or foon after, and up by half -paft five 
the morning, in order to have, if there 
my occafion, orders ready for the fleet 
der my command before I begin to exer- 
I them. — I am fure the account of this 
/'s duty can be no pleafure to you, my 
e ; yet it is exadtly what I have done ; 
i as I promifed you always to let you 
ow my motions arid my thoughts, *I have 
w performed my pfomife this day to 

you, 
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Kow oft had Henry chang'd his fly dirgulfe, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Harriet's cyts ; 
Oft had found means alone to fee the dame. 
And at her feet to breathe his amVous flame j 
And oft the pangs of abfence to remove 
By letters, fot't interpreters of lave, 
Till time and induftry (the mighty two 
That bring our wiflies nearer to our view) 
Made him perceive that the inclining fair 
Received his vov/s with no reluctant ear; 
That Venus had confirin'd her equal reign. 
And dealt lo Harriet's heart a ihare of Henry's 
pain. 

Such is my amufement to read thofe 
fort of things that puts me in mind of our 
mutual feelings and fituations. Now, God 
.blcfs you, till 1 Ihall again have an oppor- 
tunity of fending to you. I (hall write to 
you a letter a day as many days as you 
mifs herein of me when I do they (hall all 
come Friday 1 6 June. God blefs — I fhan't 
forget you. God knows you have told fo 
before I have your heart, and it lies warm 
in my bread. I hope mine feels as eafy 
to you, thou joy of my life. Adieu. 

Well, 
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i.^ 



WeUv, my M. how like you fry 

pen to-day? Don't you think I am im- 
proved ? In time I fhall come to write 
fuch letters as may appear in print. Were 
you not furprifed to read a letter dated at 
fea ; and to find me write about my fqua- 
dron, and the King, and the Lord knows 
what? when^ we parted but yefter- 
day within the bills of mortality. — Come, 
Pli now put off my malk. The hopes 
you gave me yefterday of fo foon calling 
you mine, and to-day's uncommon fine- 
nefs, had quite infpired me with good fpi- 
rits. A copy of the letter I have juft 
tranfcribed was given me laft night ; and, 
as I promifed to write to you to-day, I 
thought it would amufe you more than any 
thing I could fay. It has blood-royal in it, 
I aflure you ; and I'll take my bible oath of 
of its authenticity. When you have nobody 
by you but your/elf ^ I think it will make you 
laugh. Compare ihis King's brother with 
my fexton's fon 5 who, during the compo- 

* fition 
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fition of this letter, was writing Rowley's 
poemsv Where I could make it fenfe by 
flopping it, I have. The original is all 
written poft. Cupid never flops to bait. 
Then he has no eyes,, you know; which 
is an excufe for bad fpelling, and confufion 
in the fenfe. Poor blind boy ! It*s very 
well he can cpntrive to write at all. With 
regard to fome of it, wc are ftill in the 
dark ; but liady G. made it out I dare fay. 
Oh Love, almighty Love ! with what elo- 
quence does ador^ion of thee infpire thy 
votaries.! : 

Now^. in. my own character.— -What 
you defired fo earneflly fhaU certainly be 
done. As to the difparity of our years, 
vihat you faid about it ycfterday did ho* 
noiir to* your: heart, but was all nothing to 
the purpofe. My mind is made up. Be- 
fides, I knew your age all along. Do you 
remember fome fufficiently bald poetry, 
with the reading of which I taxed your 

patience, 
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patience when I was quartered at ** Hunt- 
ingdon, I believe? May I be hanged, 
drawn, and quartered, if I did not, at the 
time I wrote it, know as well as yourfelf 
how many years you were older than I ! 
But I well knew you were not acquainted 
with nfy age; which, by thofe lines, I 
hoped to conceal from you. Then \ 
thought, if you fliould fufpedl or come to 
know I was younger than you, that though 
the ide^ (as you will fee, unlefe you have 
committed them to the flames they merit) 
turns, in faft, upon our being bom in the 
lame year, on the fame day almott ■ 
yet, that you might take it to turn upon the 
circumftance of our birth-tiays happening 
almoft together ; and fo overlook, in con- 
fideringthenearnefs ofour birth-days, the 
difparity of our ages. 

But 

♦ See Letter XVII. The Editor cannot but ob- 
ferve, that if Mr, H. had not, in this fubfequcnt 
letter, by the meereft accident in the world, ex- 
plained thofe lines, they would have thrown an 
unjuft fufpicion of fuppofitioufneis on this whole 

volume, 
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But it's ufelefs to fay a word more to rac 
on this fubjeA — all you pointed out I fee— 
and I am determined. Remember Ninon, 
You are not quite old enough to be my 
mother. 

By the day aftet to-morrow I hope to be 
able to tell you your bufinefs is done. — Of 
that fong which I gave you fome time ago, 
and with which you are often kind: enough 
to treat me, I have difcovered the author. 
You know wliat 1 mean — ^' When your 
beauty appears, &c. " It was written by 
the elegantly-fimple Parnell. 

Let me to-day fend you another, which, 
as I never heard you fing it, I fuppofe you 
have never feen-^-otiierwife, from what I 
know of your talle, it muft have been 
your favourite. 

volume, and few people would have believed thofc 
letters to have been genuine, from one of which it 
was fo clear that H. v/as fo very ignorant of Mifs 
s age. 

The 
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The nioani of the foreft after the battle of Flod- 

dcn-field. 

I have heard a lilting, at the ewes milking, 
A' the laflcs lilting before break of day ; 
But now theres a moaning, in ilka green loning, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away : 

At bughts in tjie morning, nae blythe lads are 
fcorningy 
Our lafTesare lonely, and dowie, and wae : 
Nacdaffing, nae gabbing, but fighing and fobbing, 
ilka lafs lifts her leglin, and. hies her away. 

In 

Lilting] Singing chearfully, with a brilk lively 
air, in a ftyle peculiar to the Scots ; whofe mufic, 
being compofed for the bagpipe, jumps over the 
difcordant notes of the 2d and 7th, in order to pre- 
vent the jarring which it would otherwife produce 
with -the drone or bafs, which conllantly founds 
an oQavc to the key note. Hence this kind of 
coDipofition is commonly ftiled a Scotch ////. — * //'] 
All. — * JlJ^a] Each. — * Lo?ung] Lane 1 a word ftill 
in ufe in the northern parts. The word green is 
peculiarly emphatical ; grown over with gnifs, by 
not being frequented. — ' Bughts ] Circular folds, 
where the ewes are milked—* Scorning ] Banter- 
ing, jeering.—* Davne] Dowly, folitary. — * ff^ae] 
Full of woe or forrow. — ' Doffing] Waggi(h fport- 
ing.— * Gabbing] Jtsftingly prating, talking gibble- 
gsibble.— * Lf^/m] Can, or milking-pall.— *«S*wfl«- 

kies ] 
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In har'ftat the ihearing, naefwanldei are jeering, 
Our banders are wrinkled and lyard and grey : 
At a fair or a preaching, nae wooing, nae (leeching, 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded awaj. 

At e'en in the glooming, nae joungften are 
roaming. 
'Bout ftacks with the laiTes at boggles to play; 
But ilka lafs iits dreary, lamenting her deary. 
Since the flowers of the forefl: are weeded away. 

Dool and wae fa' the order--4ent our lads to' the 

border I 
The Engliih for once by a guile won the day : 
The flowers of the foreft, that flione aye the fore- 

moft, 
The pride of our land now ligs cauld in the claj 1 

We'll ha' nae mair lilting, at the ewes milking, 
Our women and bairns now fit dowie and wae : 
There's nought heard but moaning in ilka green 

loning. 
Since the flowers of the foreft are weeded away. 

I 

kies] Swains.—' Banfiers} Banc^fters, binders-upof 
the fliaves. — * Ly^^] Hoary : being all old nien. 
— * j4 /^reaching] A preaching in Scotland is not 
unlike a country fair.—* Flettching ] Fawning,- flat- 
tering — ' GUommg] Glimmering, twilight.— ^Do 
you remember Chatterton's note on glommed^ in 
my letter about him? — * Dool] Dolour, forrow. — * 
' IVaefa' ] Woe befal, evil betide.—* Ligs ] Lies.' 

LETTER 
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LETTER LIII. 
To the Same. 

a4th February, 1775. 

Since we parted yefterday I have thoiiglit 
a good deal of what we talked about. 
Though I did not promife to write to you 

# 

till to-morrow, I take up my pen you fee 
this morning. The bufinefs that is to for- 
ward our marriage (which can alone make 

. me happy, and remove that melancholy 
you obferve ) cannot be done till evening— 
fo I may as well fpend this morning in 
talking to you upon paper. 

The manner in which you account for 
the felf deftrufton of that mod wonderful 
boy, Chatterton is phyfical, I afliire you, 
as well as fenfible. Tilfot, in his Eflay on 
the Difeafes incident to Literary Perfons, 

. ftarts from ideas very much like yours, 

only they are yi^rapped up in harder words. 

You (hall fee : 

I 

When 



When the mind, along time occnpied, has forcibly 
imprdTed an action upon the brain, ilie is unable 
to reprefs that forcible action. The fliock conti- 
nues after its caufes ; andy-re-adUng upon the mind, 
makes it experience ideas which are truly delirious: 
for they no longer anfwer to the external imprefli- 
ons of obje6ts, but to the internal difpoiition of the 
■brain. Come parts of which are now become inca- 
pable to receive the new movements tntnimitted to 
it by the fenfes. 

The brain of Pafcal was To vitiated by pailiiig 
his life in the laborious exercifes of ftudy, tfaougbr, 
and imagination, that certain fibres, agitated bj 
incefTant motion, made him perpetually feel a fen- 
fation which feemed to be excited by a gulph qjiht 
iituated on one fide of him ; and his reafon, over* 
powered by the diforderof his nerves, could never 
banifh the idea of this fiery abyG. Spinello paint- 
ed the fall of the rebel angels, and gave fo fierce a 
countenance to Lucifer, that he was (bruck with 
horror himfelf; and during the remainder olMxi 
life, his imagination was continually haunted bf 
the figure of that daemon, upbraiding him with 
having made his portrait fo hideous. Gafpar Bar- 
laeus, the orator, poet, and phyfician, wu not 
ignorant of thefe dangers. He warned his firieod 
Hughensagain& them: but blind with regard to 

himfelf, \yj immoderate ftydies he fo weakened his 

braioi 
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1>rain, that he thought his body was made of but- 
ter, and carefiillj fhunned the fire, left it fKouId 
melt him ; till at lad, worn out with his continual 
fears, he leapt into a well. Peter Jurieu, fo fa- 
mous in theological difpute, and for his commen- 
tary on the Apocalypfe, difordered his brain in 
fuch a manner that, though he thought like a man 
offenfein other refpefts, he was firmly perfuaded 
his frequent fits of the chplic were occafioned by a 
conftant engagement between feven horfemen who 
were fliut up in his belly. There have been manj 
^ inftances of literary perfons who thought themfelves 
metamorphofed into lanterns ; and who complain* 
ed of having loft their thighs. 

No one can deny that Chatterton muft 
have gone through as niuch wear and tear 
of the imaginatiQn as any perfon Tiflbt 
mentions. But I would give a good deal, 
were it poffible for me never again to think 
about Chatterton, or about his death, as 
long as I live — for I never do without be- 
ing miferable. 

What you let fall about the propenfity 
of the Englifli to fuicide, is not true; 
though a very popular idea. And yet I 

I z will 



vi\\\ relate to you, in the words of ano- 
ther perfon, an inftance of Englilh fuicide 
much more cool and deliberate than any 
you ever heard, I dare fay. It is a fadt, 
andhappened in 1732. 

• Richard Smith, a book-binder, find prifoner for 
debt within the liberties of the KingVbench, per- 
iuadcd his wife to follow his example, in making 
away with herfelf, after they had murdered their 
little infant. This wretched pair were, in the 
month of April, found hanging in their bed-cham- 
ber at about a yard's diftance from each other j and 
in a feparate apartment, the child lay dead in a 
cradle. They left two papers mclofed in a fliort 
letter to their landlord, whofc kindnefs they implo- 
red in favour of their dog and cat. They even 
'left m^ney to the porter who fliould carry the in- 
cliofed papers to the perfon to whom they were ad- 
drefled. In one of the fi: the hu(band thanked that 
' perfon for the marks of frindihip he had received at 
his hands ; and comphiined of the ill offices he had 
undergone from a Jjifferent quarter. The other 
papers, fubfcrib^d by the hulband and wife, con- 
tained the reafons which induced them to a€t fuch 
14 tragedy on themfelves and their offspring. This 
letter was altogether furpridng for the calm refolu- 
tion, the good humour, and the propriety, with 

whick 
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which it was written. They declared, that they 
withdrew themfelves from poverty and rags ; evils 
that, through a train ot unlucky accidents, were 
become inevitable. They appealed to their neigh- 
bours for the induftry with which they had endea- 
voured to earn a livelihood. They juftified the 
rturder of their child, by faying, it was lefs cru- 
elty to lake her with them, than to leave her 
friendlffs in the world, expo fed to ignorance and 
raifery. They profeiTed their belief a^d confidence 
in an Almighty God, the fountain of goodnefs and 
beneficence*, whb could not pofiibly takedelight in 
the mifeiy of his creatures : they therefore refigned 
oplhelr lives to him withcmany renribjeapprehen- 
fions} fubmittlng themfelves to th.ofe ways, which^ 

in his goodnefs, he iliould appoint after death. 

Thefe unfortunate fuicides had oeen always indus- 
trious and frugal, invincibly honeil, and remarkable 
for cdnjugal afFe^ion. « 

This tragedy I have fliown you, bccaufc 
I think France, lively France, in whofe 
language fuicide is an ^ngTicifm^ can fupply 
me with an anecdote as authentic of fomew 
thing ftill more cool and more deliberate, 
fmce the motives to the crime (to wl]ich no 
motive can be fufficiently fti;ong) were 
fo much weaker. ■ 

_ I 3 on 
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On the day before Chrifimas-day, 1773, 
about eleven o'clock, two foldiers came to 
the Crofs-Bow Inn at St. Dennis, and or- 
dered dinner. Bordeaux, one of the fol- 
diers, went out and bought a little paper 
of powder, and a couple of bullets, ob- 
feiving to the perton who fold them to him, 
that St. Dennis feemed to be fo plea&nt a 
place, he fhould not diflike to fpend the 
remainder of his life there. Returning to 
the Inn, he and his companion pailed the 
day together very merrily. One Chriilmafr- 
day they again dined as merrily, ordered 
wine, and aboi^t five o'clock in the after- 
noon, were found by the fire, on break- 
ing open the door, fitting on the oppofite 
iides of a table, whereon were three empty 
champaign bottles, the following will and 
letter, ^nd a half crown. They were both 
fliot thiough the head ; two piftolslay up- 
on the floor. The noife of the piflols 
brought up the people of the houfe, who 
immediately fent for M. de Rouilleres, the 
commandant of the marechauflee at St. 

Dennis. 

The 
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The \irill I tranflated myfelf from a for- 
mal copy, which was taken for a friend of 
mine at St. Dennis, in 1774. 

The WILL. 

A man who know$ he is to die, fhould take care 
to do every thing which his fiif vivors can wifh him 
to have done. We are more particularly in that 
iituttion. Our intention is to prevent uneafinefs to 
our hod, as well as to lighten the labours oP 
thofe whom curiofity, under pretence of form and 
•pder> will bring hither to pay us viiits. 

Humainift^thc bigger^ and I» Eordeavz, am the 
lefler of the two. 

He is drum-iAajor of meftredecaitipdes dragons, 
^nd I am iliqply a dragoon of Belzunce. 

Death is a parage. 1 addrefs to the gentleman 
of the law of St. Dennis (who, with his firft clerk 
as affiftant, muff come hither for the fake of juftice) 
the principle, which> joined to the reflexion that 
every thing muff have an end, put thefe piftols 
into our hands. The future prefents nothing, to us 
but what is agreeable — —Yet that future is fliortj . 
and muff end- 

Humain is but 24 years of age ; as for me, I 
have not yet completed four luftres. No particu- 
lar reafon forces us to interrupt our career, except 

the 

14 
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the difgufl: we feel at exifting for a mogient under 
the continual apprehenfion of ceaHng to exift. An 
eternity is the point of re-union » a longing after 
which leads us to prevent the defpotic a^ of fare. 
In fine, difguft of life is our fole inducement to 
quit it. 

If all thofe who are wretched would dare to di- 
veft themfelves of prejudice, and lo look their de- 
ftruftion in the face, they would fee it is as eafy to 
lay a fide exiftence as to through off an old coat, 
the colour of which difpleafes. The proof of this 
may be referred to our experience. 

Wc have enjoyed every gratification in life, even 
rhat of obliging our fellow-creatures. Wc could 
flili procure to ourielves gratifications : but all 
gratifications muft have a period. That period U 
our poifon. We are difgufted at the perpetual 
famenefs of the fcene. The curtain is dropped ; 
and M'c leave our parts to thofe who are weak c- 
uough to feel an inclination td play them a few 
hours longer, 

Two or three grains of powder will foon brelk 
the fprings of this moving mafs of flefh, which 
our haughty fellow-creatures ftile the King of 
Beingg. i 

Meffrs. the officers of juftice, our carcafesare 
at your difcretion. We defpife them too much to 
give ourfelves any trouble about what becomes 

vflhem. 

As 
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As to what we lliall leave behind us — for myfelf, 
Bordeaux, 1 give to M. de Rouilleres, comman- 
dant of the mardchauflee at St. Dennis my fteel- 
mounfed fword. He will recolledl, that, laft year, 
about this very day, as he was conducting a recruit, 
he had the civility to grant me a favour for a per- 
fon of the name of St. Germain, who had offen4- 
ed him. 

The maid" of the inn will take my pocket and 
neck-handkerchiefs, as well as the filk (lockings 
which I now have on, and all my other lines 
whatever. 

The reft of ouir efFedls will be fufficient to pay 
the expence of theufelels law proceedings of which 
we flialt be the fubjeft. 

The half crown upon the table will pay for the 
laft bottle of wine which we are going to drink. 

At St. Dinnis, Bordeaux. 

Chriftmas-day, 1773. Humain. 

Of the following letter from Bordeaux to 
his lieutenant in the regiment of Belzunce, , 
I have not feen the french ; I cannot there • 
fore anfwer for the tranflation, which does ^ 
not appear to have been done carefully. 
Another friend fupplied me with it. You 
(hall -have it as I had it from him. 

1 5 

"Sir 
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« Sir; 

During my reiidence at Guife, you honoured 
me with your friendfhip. It is time that I thank 
you. You haye often told ma I appeared difpleaf- 
ed with my fituatron. It was (incere, but not ab- 
folutely true. I have iince examined myfelf more 
ferioudy, and acknowledge myfelf entirely difguft* 
cd with every (late of man, the whole world, and 
myielf. From thefe difcoveries a conlequence 
fhould be drawa: if difgufted with the whole, 
renounce the whole. The calculation is not long. 
I have ipade it without the aid of geometry. la 
Jhort, I am on the point of putting an end to the 
exigence that I have poflefled for near tweotyyeart, 
fifteen of which it has been a burden to me ; ' and, 
from the moment that I write, a few grains of 
powder will deftroy this moving mafs of fleih, 
which we vain mortals call the King of Beings. 

** I owe no one an excufe. I deferted, that 
was a crime ; but I am going to punifii it ; and 
the law will be fatisfied. 

'* I aiked leave of abfence from my (uperiors, to 
have the plcafure of dying at my eafe. They ne- 
ver condefcended to give me an anfwer. This 
ferved to haften my end. 

*' I wrote to Bord to fend you fome detached 
p'cces 1 left at Guife, which 1 beg you to 
acccDt. You will find they contain fome well-cho- 

fcn 
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jfen literature. Thcfe pieces will folicit for me a 
place in your remembrance. 
• •'Adieu, my dear lieutenant! continue your 
efteem for St. Lambert and Dorat. As for the reft, 
flcipfrom flower to flower, and acquire the fweets 
of all knowledge, and enjoy every pleafure. 
" Pour moi, j' arrive au trou 
" Qui n'echappe ni fage ni fou, 
'* Peur aller je ne f9ais 04. 
" If we exift after this life, and it is forbidden 
to quit it without permiflion, I will endeavour ta 
procure, one moment to inform you of it ; if not^ 
I fhould advife all thofe who are unhappy, which 
is by far the greateft part of mankind, to follow. 
my example. 

•* When y«u receive this letter, I fhall have 
been dead at leaft 24 hours. 

Witheftcem, &c, 

Bordeaux." 

Is there any thing like this in Englifli ' 

ftory? 

Jfwc esift after this life — Ah, .my brave 

Bordeaux, that is thequeftion ; and a quefti^ 
on whidi even you could not anfwer in the 
Mgativf. 

■ There's 
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■ ■ T here's the rcfpedl 

That makes calamity of (6 long life. 
For who would bear the whips and the (corns o'tk' 

time, 
*^^ pangs ofdefpifed love^ 

(which I could never bear), 

The law's delay. 
The infolence of office, and the fpurns 
Which patient merit of th'unworthy takes ? 
But t^at the dread of fomething after death 
Puzzles the will, 

And tnakes us rather bear thofe ills we have. 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 

The pains thefe two poor fellows took 
(or rather Bordeaux, for he Teems to have 
been the principal) to prevent any trouble 
or uneafmefs to their fuvivors, lead me to 
refleft how very uniformly the contrary is 
the condudt of fuicides with us. One would 
fometimes almoft fancy that they ftudied 
how they might commit the abominable 
crime fo as to be found by thofe whom the 
difcovery would moft effedt. Have they 
wives, children ; It muft be done fometimes 
in their prefence, in bed with them j often 

in 
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in their hearing ; almoft always in fuch a 
manner that they may be the firft fpedators 
of it. Mr. Y. Lord F. Mr. S. Lord C. 
Mr. B. are cruel inftatices of this. Oh 
for omnipotence to call fuch favages back 
to life, and chain them to the hardeft talks 
of exiftcnce ! Is not the crime of fuicide fuf- 
ficient, without adding to it the murder of 
a heart-broken wife or child ? Hence you 
may, perhaps, draw an argument that 
every fuicide is a madman. For rriy part, 
I have no doubt of it ; and if Humain had 
fallen into the hands of a friend lefs mad 

than Bordeaux, he might have lived to 
Jiave fought another day. 
. And here ends a long, dull letter^ about 
a (hort, entertaining converfation (on your 
part at . leaft) . Don't ftay long out of 
town, or I (hall write you madder notes 
than you received during the week I was 
at- When I think of you, I 

am mad What muft I be when 

I have reafon to think (or fancy fo) 
that you don't think of me ? G. is 

LET- 
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LETTER LIV. 

To the Same. 

t Mtrch, 1779. 

Though we meet to-morrow, I muft 
write you two words to-night, juft to fay, 
that I have all the hopes in the world ten 
days, at the utmoft, will complete the bu- 
fmefe. When that is done, your only ob- 
jeftion is removed along with your debts; 
and we may, furely, then be happy, and 
be (ofoon. In a month, or Jix weeks at 
furthfjlj from this time, I might certainly 
call you mine. Only remember that my 
chara^efy now I have taken orders, makes 
expedition neceflary. By to-night's poft I 
(hall write into Norfolk about the alterations 
at our parfonage.— To-morrow. — • G/s 
friendfhip is more than I can ever returiL 



LETTER 
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LETTER LV. 
To Char lbs ■ .Efq. 

zo March, 1779. 

Your coming to town, my dear friend, 
will anfwer no end. G. has been fuch a 
friend to me, it is not poflible to doubt her 
information. ■ ■ What intereft has (he 
to ferve ? Certainly none. Look over the 
letters, with which I have fo pelleted you 
for thefe two years, about this bufinefsr 
Look at what I have written to you ^bout G. 
fince I returned from Ireland. She can only 
mean well to me. Be not apprehenfive. 
Your friend will take no ftep to difgrace 
himfelf. What I ftiall do I know not. 
Without her I do not think I can exift. 
Yet I will be, you (hall fee, a maftj as 
well as a lover. Should there be a rival^. 
and ftiould he merit chaftifemeat, I know 
you'll be my friend. But PU have ocular 
proof of every thing before I believe. 

Your*s ever. 
LET- 
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LETTER LVI. 

To the Same. 

<f April, 1779. 

It fignifies not. Your reafoning I admit. 
Defpair goads me on. Death only can 
relieve me. By what J ,v^rote yefterday, 
•you mull fee my refolution was taken. 
Often have I made ufe of my key to let 
myfelf into the A. that I might die at her 
feet. She gave it me as the key of love-^ 
Little did (he think it would ever prove 
the key of death. But the lofs of Lady 
H. keeps Lord S. within. 

My dear Charles, is it poffible for me to 
doubt G.'s information ? Even you were 
flaggered by the account I gave you of 
what paffed between us in the Park. What 
then have 4 to do, who only lived when 
the loved me, but to ceafe to live now fhc 
ceafes to love ? The propriety of fuicide, 
its cowardice, its crime— I have nothing 

^ to 
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to do with them. All I pretend to prove 
or to difprove is my mifery, and the poffi- 
bility of my exifting under it. Enclofed are 
the laft dying words and confeffion of poor 
Gapt. J. who deftroyed himfelf not long ago. 
But thcfc lines are not the things which have 
determined me. There are many defefts in^ 
the reafoning of them, though none in the 
poetry .-^His motives are npt mine, nor are 
his principles mine. His ills I could have 
borne. He told me of his inducfcrtient poor 
fellow ! But I refufed to allow thehi^ Little 
did I imagine that I Ihould ever have induce- 
ments, as I now have, which I /w^ allo>V'-i 
Thefe extraordinary lines arefaidto be his. 
Yet, from what I knew of him, I am flow 
to believe it They ftrike me as the pro- 
dudlion of abilities far fuperior to his ; of 
abilities fent into the world for fome parti- 
cular purpofe, and which Providence would 
not fuffer to quit the world in fuch ^ a 
manner. 

Till within this month, till G's informa- 
tion, I thought of felf murder as you think 

of 

\ 
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of it. Nothing now Is left for me but to 
leap the world to a^me. If it be a crime, 
as I too much fear, and we are accounta- 
able for our paiTions, I mull (land the trial 
and the puni(hment. .My invention can 
paint no punifhment equal to what I fuffer 
here. 

Think of thofe paffions, my friend— 
thofe paflions of which you have fp often, 

Cnce I knew Mils , fpoken to me and 

written to me. If you will not let me fly 
from my mifery, will you not let me fly 
Ccom my pa^ns? They are a pafdc of 
blopd-hounds which will inevitably tear me 
to pieces. My careleflhefs has fufl&red 
them to overtake me, and now there is no 
poflibility, but this, of efcaping them;— 
The hand of Nature heaped up every fpe- 
cies of combullible in my bofom. The 
torch of Love has fet the heap on fire.- I 
muft perifti in the flames. At firft I might 

perhaps have extinguifhed them now 

they rage toa fiercely. If they can be 
frnothered, they can never be got under. 

Suppofe 
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Suppofc they Ihould confume any other 
perfon befide myfelf. And who is he will 
anfwer for paflions fuch as mine ?— At pre- 
(ent, I am innocent. 

Did you ever read D' Arnaud ? Let me 
tell you a ftory I found in him the other 
day. It made me fliudder at the precipice 
on which I ftand. It determined me to 
fhut the adamantine gates of death againft 
poifibility. 

Salviniy an Italian (no Englifliinan €imld conunif 
bis crime), in whpTe iDin4 my mind difcovered its 
relation^ become^ intimate with Adelfon, aii En^ 
gliihman of fortune, at Roaie. Salvini accompa:^ 
files him to England, and is introduced bj him to 
Mrs. Rivers and her daughter, his intended wife. 
Adelfon introduced a rival and a *«— but you /hall 
hear. Love, who had never before been able to 
conquer Salvini, now tyrannized over him, as cm* 
el ly as he has tyrannized over me. The tale is well 
worked up. Love leads his viAim, by degrees, 
from one crime to another ; til), at laft, on the day 
fixed for Nelly's marriage with Adelfon, Salvini 
murders her, and endeavours to murder himfel£ 
The attendants preferve him, a further vi^im to 
juftice. He is committed to Newgate-— condemned 

to 
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to deAth. Adelfon bribes a jailor to afford Salvini 
that opportunity to efcape, which he twice refufes. 
He fatisfics human juftice by fuffering at Tyburn. 
Adelfon and Mrs. Rivers increafe his crime, by 
dying of grief in confequence of it.^ 

Oh Charles — Charles — as yet thy H. is 
no Salvini. Nor will I murder any but 

* When firft I read this letter I had never heard 
of D'Arnaud. I now enquired for fuch a writer. 
8iill I could not credit Mr. H; Who could believe 
that poor H.'s ftory fttould be related To many years 
before it happened^ under the name of Salvini? 
But ^ it is. (Bpreuves du fentiinent, par M. 
D'Arnaud. Maeftricht, 17^4. Tome 3. ioi.)The 
circumdance is fo remarkable, that a note an hour 
long might be written upon it. If H.'s ftory be 
more complete than Salvini's, it does but ihow that 
Nature is a better writer than D''Arnaud. He 
yields, yet yields only to her pen; and eren Na- 
ture appear5 to have borrowed from D'Arnaud.— 

** What a compliment I" the reader fays ** What 

" a writer, to dcferve fuch a compliment !" adds 
the Editor. 

Before poor H. concludes this letter, there is an 
allufion to the moft fingular fcene which Rouffeau 
has fo wonderfully painted. La nowvelie Heloi/e, 
Lettre 17. 
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myfelf. — -As yet the devil has not tempted 

me to plunge my Ehife along with me into 

the unfathomable depths of deftru£tion.-7- 

Take the lines I mentioned. They are too 

good for the bad caufe they were written 

to defend. — My watch I have fealed up for 

you : wear it for my fake. Crop has been 

a faithful fervant to me, accept of him ; 

and when he is too old to carry you, let 

him have the run of your park. He once 

(how happy was I that day !)— he once bore 

the precious burden of her for whom I die. 

Already have I bid you folemnly fareweh 

It (hall not be repeated.' While! do live, 

Your'own 

H. 

Averfe from life, nor well refolv'd to die, 
Us*d but to murmur, I retain my breath— 
Yet pant, .enlarged from this dull world, to trjr 
The hofpitable, though cold, arms of death. 

What future joys fhould bid me wiih to live ? 
What flattering dreams of better days remain ? 
What profpedl can obfcure exiftence give, 
A recompence for penury and pain ? 

Is 



^4 



/ 



Is there an hope that o'er this unton'd frame 
Awaken'd health her wonted glow ihall fpread? 
Is there a path to pleafure, wealth, or fame. 
Which (icknefsy languor, and remorie can tread ? 

Then wherefore ihould I doubt? whatihouldl 

fear? 
Why for a moment longer bear my grief? 
Behold ! my great dehVerer is near f 
Immediate as I wi{h, his prompt relief. 

O inftance ftrange of free, but blinded will^ 
Difcufs'd fo much, fo little underftood, 
To bear the certainty of prefent ill, 
Before the uncertain chance of ill or good I 

But what that chance ? Why, be it what it ma^ i 
Still 'tis a chance : and here my woes are fure 
Yet think thefe woes are forrows of a day. 
While thofe to all eternity endure. 

Think on the horrors of eternal pain ! 
Imagination ftartles at the name; 
Nor can imprefs upon the labouring brain 
Duration endlefs flill, and ftill the fame.-^— - 

Well haft thou fiiid— nor can it be imprefs*d. 
Hath blind credulity that abje£t Have, 
Who thinks his nothingnefs, for ever blefsM, 
Shall hold eternal triumph o'er the grave ? 

When 



When oceans ceafe to roll, rocks mtlt awftf^ 
Atlas and iEtna (ink into the plain. 
The glorious fun, the elements decaj. 
Shall man, creation's flimfieft work, remain ? 

What (hall remain of man ?•— this outward fra«ie? 
Soon ihall it moulder to its native duft 
Or haply that unbodied fubtle flame 
Which occupies and animates the buft ? 

Let but a finger ache, the kindred foul 
Its intimate alliance fliall perceive : 
Let ultimate defl:ru£tion grafp the whole,. 
The foul immortal and unchang'd ihall live. 

Stop but one cpnduit, and the tone is lofl ;-^ 
But burft each pipe, and tear up every key,, 
Then (ball the decompofed organ's ghofl 
Swell the loud peal of endlefs harmony.—— 

So (hall that quality, whofe powers arife 
From various parts by niceft art arranged. 
With every ihock they fufFer fympathize ; 
But after their deftrudtion live unchanged.-— 

So much for argument— the legends vain 
Of prieftly craft reach not th'ingenous mind^— 
Let knaves invent, and folly w4Il mtintain« 
The wildeft fyftem that deludes mankind. 

Did 
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Did there exifl the very hell thej paint ; 
Were there the very heayen they defire; 
'Twere hard to choofe, a devil or a faint. 
Eternal fing-fong or eternaJ fire. 

Ye idle hopes of future joys farewell f . 
Farewell ye ground lefs fears of future woe f 
Lo, the fole argument on which to dwell 5 
Shall I, or fhall I not, this life forego ! 

I know the ftorm that waits my jieftin'd head. 
The trifling joys I yet may hope to reap. 
The momentary pang I have to dread, 
The ftate of undifl:urb*d, undreaming fleep — 

Then all is known— and all is known too well. 
Or to diftraft, or to delay my choice : 
No hopes folicit, and no fears rebel 
Againft mine ultimate, determined voice. 

Had I fufpicions that a future ftate 
Might yet exift, as haply 1 have none — 
'Twere worth the coft, to venture on my fate, 
Impell'd by curiofity alone. 

Sated with life, and amply gratify'd 
In every varied pleafure life can give. 
One fole enjoyment yet remains untry'd. 
One only novelty — to ceafe to live* 



Not 
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>Iot yet rcduc*d a fcornful alms to crave, 
Not yet of thofe with whom I liv'd the^fport ; 
'No great man's pander, parafite, or (lave — 
O Deatji, I feek thy hofpitabic port. 

Thou, like the virgin in her bridal fliect. 
Seemed pre par 'd, confenting, kind, to lie i 
The happy bridegroom I, with hafty feer^ 
Fly to thine arms in rapt'rous extaiy. 



LETTER LVII. 

To Mh E . 

7 April., 177^ 

My dear F. 

When this reaches yoii I (hall be no more, 
but do not let my unhappy fate diftreft 
you too much. I ftrove againft it as long 
as pofllble, but it now overpowers m^. 
You know where my affeAions were pla- 
ced ; my having by fome means or other 
loft her's (an idea which I could not Support) 
has driven me to madnefe. The world 
will condemn me, but your.heart will pity 
me. God blefe you, my dear F, Would 

K I had 



^-?! 
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I had a fum of money to leave yew, to Gon- 

vince you of my great regard ! You were 

almoft my only friend. I have hid one 

circumftance from you, which gives me 

great pain. I owe Mr. W. of Gof- 

port one hundred pounds, for which 

he has the writings of my houfes; but 

I hope in God,' when they are fold, 

and all other matters colleded, there mH 

be nearly enough to fettle your account. 

May almighty God blefs you znd your% 

with comfort and happinefs ;- and may 

you ever be a ftranger to the pangs I now 

feel ! May Heaven protect my beloved 

woman, and forgive this adt, which alone 

•could relieve me from a world of mifery I 

have long endured ! Oh ! if it fhould be in 

your power to do her any ad of fricndfliip, 

•remember your feithful friend, 

J.H. 



LET- 



,w^ 



■ V 
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LETTER LVIII. 
ToCharles — > Efq. 

Tothii.ficWi. 
8 April, 1 77^. 

I am alive — and (he is ckad. I (hot her, 
and not myfelf. Some of her blood and 
brains is ftill upon my cloaths. I don't 
alk you to fpeak to me, I don't a(k you 
to look at me. Only come hither, and 
bring me a little poifon ;' fuch as is ftrong 
enough. Upon my knees, I beg, if your 
friendfhip for me ever was fincere, do, ^, 
bring me fpme poifon. 



LETTER LIX. 
To the Same. - 

9 April 7^. 

Your note juft now ; and the long let- 
ter I received at the fame time, which 
(hould have found me the day bfore yefter- 
day, have changed , my rcfolution. The 

K z promife 
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promife you defire, I moff folemnly give 
you. I will make no attempt upon my 
life. Had I received your cx>mfortable let- 
ter when you meant I fliould. I verily do 
not think this would have happened. 

Pardon what I wrote to you about the 
poifon. Indeed I am too compofed for any 
fuch thing now. Nothing fhould tempt 
me. My death is all the recompence I can 
make to the laws of my country. Dr. V. 
has fent me fome excellent advice, and 
Mr. H. has refuted all my falfe arguments. 
Even fuch a being as I finds friends. ' 

Oh, that my feelings and his feelings 
would let me fee my deareji friend. Then 
:I would tell you how this happened. 



L E 1? T E R 
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LETTER LX; 

To the Same. 



Newgate, 
14 April, 1779. 



My beft thanks for all your goodnefs 
Cnce this day fe'nnight. Oh, Charles^ 
this is about the time. I cannot write. . 



My trial comes on either Friday or Sa- 
turday. It will be indeed a trial.' God 
(whom I have fo outraged) can alone telt 
how I (hall go through it. My refolution 
is not fixed as yet about pleading guilty. 
The arguments by which they tell me I 
may efcape that death fo much my due, I ' 
certainly will not fuffer tor be ufed. My 
prcfent fifuation of mind you may colledk : 
from the enclofed copy of what I mean to 
fay, if I continue in the refolution, in- 
which I yefterday wrote you word I was, . 
of pleading not guilty. 

K 3 ' « M/ 
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•• My Lord, 

I flionld not have troubled the G>urt with the 
examinatioa of witness to fupport the charge 
againft me^ had I not thought the pleading guilty 
to the indictment would give an indication of con- 
temning death, not (bitable to my prefent conditi- 
on ; and would, in (bme meafure, ihake me aceef- 
fary to a (econd peril of my life. And I likewife 
thought that the jufticc of my cotintry ought to be 
fatisfied, by fuffering my offenCes to be proTed, and 
the fadt to be eftablifhed by evidence- 

I {land here the moft wretched of human beings! 
and confefs myfelf criminal in a high degree. 1 ac- 
knowledge vjtth Jhame and repentana that my deter- 
mination againil my owu life was formal and com- 
plete. I proteft, with (hat regard te truth which 
becomes my fituation, that the wiU to deftroy heft 
who was ever dearer to me than life, was neve' 
mine until a momentary frenzy overcanae me, and 
induced me to commit the deed I deplore.— The 
letter which I meant for my brother-in-hiw, after 
xsiy deceafe, will have it^ due weight, as to this 
point, with good men. 

Before this dreadful a£t, I tru{V,^othing will be 
found in the tenor of my life, which the common 
charity of mankind will not readily excufe. I 
have no wiih to avoid the pun ifhraent which the 
Jaws of my country appoint for my crime ; but;, 

being already too unhappy to &el a puniikment in 

deat^i 
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death, or a fatisfadlion in life, I Aibmit rayfelf to 
the difpofal and judgment of Almighty God, and 
to the confcquences of this enquiry into my con- 
duft and intention/' 

Whatever the world may think, you, I 
know^ believe that I had no intention 
againft her till the very injiata. The ac- 
count I wrote to you of the (hodcing bufi- 
nefe fince it happened, was the real tnithi. 
All Tuefday, after I had finifhed my let- 
ter to you, I in vain fought for an oppor- 
tunity to deftroy myfelf . in her prefence. 
So, again, on the Wednefday, all the 
morning. In the afternoon, after dining 
at poor B/s, I faw Lord S.'s coach pafe by 
the Cannon CofFee-houfe, where I was 
watching for it. I followed it to G.'s (in- 
human, and yet not guilty G. !) From her 
houfe I faw it take them to the play. Now, 
I was determined ; and went \6 my lodg- 
ings, for my piftols, where I wrote a letter 
to B. which I put into my pocket, intend- 
ing to fend it ; but, as I forgot it, the let- 
ter was found there. When I returned to 

K 4 Covent- 
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Coven t- Garden, I waited for the condufion 
of ihe play, in the Bedford Coffee-Houfe. 
What a figure muft I have been! Indeed, 
1 overheard one gentleman fay to a friend, 
that I k)oked as if I was out of my fenfes. 
Oh, how Iwiihed for the play to be6ver! 
I had charged my piftols with the kindeft 
letter (he ever wrote me ; a letter which 
made me the happieft of mortals, and 
which had ever fince been my talifman. At 
Ja-ft, arrived the end of the play, and the 
beginning of my tragedy. I met them in 
the ft one paflage, and had then got the 
]Mftol to my forehead, but fhe did not fee 
mc, (nor did any one, I fiippofe ) And 
the crov/d feparated us. This accident I 
confidercd as the immediate intervention of 
Pi-ovidenc^. I put up my piilol, turned 
about, and fiiould (I moft firmly believe) 
have gnne out the other way, and have laid 
afide my horrid refokition, had I not looked 
round and feen Mr. M. (whom I immedi- 
ately conftrued into the favoured lover de- 
fciibed by G.) offer her a hand, which I 

thought 



% 
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thought was received with particular plea- 
fure. The ftrcam of my paffions, which 
had been flopped, now overwhelmed me 
with redoubled violence. It hurried mc 
after them. Jealdufy fuggefted a new crim^ 
iind. nerved anew the arm of defpair/ I 
overtook them at the carriage, and ^ 

and, at about the time I am now writing 
this, felt more than all the tortures of all 
the damned together. 

What Ihall I not feel at the ncceli^ry re- - 
cital of the tragedy, at my trial ! 

L E T T E R LXI. 

To Mr. ■, in Newgate. 

1 7> April, 79-..? 

If the murderer of Mifs — — — wiflies - 
to live, the man .he has moft injured will < 
ufe all his intereft to procure hisJife. 



K5 LET- 



LETTER LXU. 

The Coademaed-oelYy in Kewgtte^ 
17 April, 1779. 

The murderer of her whom he prefer- 
red, far preferred, to life, fufpe£ls the 
hand from which he has juft received fuch 
an offer as he neither defires nor deferves. 
His wifhes are for death, not for life. One 
wifh he has. Could he be pardoned in this 
world by the man he has moll injured— 
Oh, my lord, when I meet her in another 
world, . enable me to tell her (if departed 
fpirits are ignorant of earthly things) that 
you forgive us both, that you will be a 
father to her dear infants ! J. H. 

LETTER LXUL 

To Charles .^^j Efq. 

ffTiat follows^ in fmaU type^ was written 
upon different papers which he fealed up for Us 
friend on the fatal morning. 7 he dates are pre-- 
fervedy hut the contents of the papers are here 
put together as one letter. 

NcwfttCy 
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Kewi^ate, Stturday Kight^ \ 
17 April, 1779. 

My dear Charles! 

The clock has juft dnick eleren. All has, for 
fome tiintjJ>oen quiet within this iad abode. Would 
that all were fo wkhin my fadder breaft! 

That ^lootnmcCi of my favourite Young's Night 
^houghts^ which was always fo congenial to my : 
foul, 'Would have been dill heightened, had he ever 
been wretched enough to hear St. Paul's clock 
thunder through the K\\\ ear of night, in the con- 
demneid Walls of Newgate. The (bund is truly ' 
folemn — it feems the found of death. 

O that it were death** ^und ! Herw greedily 
would my impatient ears devour it ! : 

And yet*-4>ut one day ooore. R^ reft, per* ~ 
turbed fpirit, till then*. . 

And then- 

My God, my"'^ creator, my lirft father! Thou ? 
who madeft me as I am ; with thefe feelings, thefe 
pafllons, this heart !-?*Thou^ who art all might, > 
and all mercy! — Well thou kdoweft I did not, like : 
too many of thy creatures, perfuade my felf there • 
was no God, before I perfuaded myfelf : I had a .. 
right over my life — O then, my father,' put me : 
not eternally from thy paternal prefence ! It is not i 
puniilunents, nor piiins, nor hell, I fear : what t 
man can bear, I can. My fear is tafae deemed unr ~ 

gratefuKi 
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grateful to thy goodnefs, to be thought unworthy 
thy prcfence, to be driven from the -light of thy 
countenance. 

Well thou knoweft I could not brook the 
thoughts of wanting gratitude to things beneath 
Die in th^ creation ; to a dog> a horfe: almoft to 
things inanimate ; a tree, a book. And thinkeft 
thou that I could bear the charge of want of gra- 
titude to thee! 

And» might — O might I relign the joys of the 

other world, which neither eye can fee» nor 

tongue cao fpeak, no^p imagination dream, for an 

^eternal exillence of love and blifs with her, 

whom 

Prefumptuous murderer ! The blifs you alk were 
paradife.— 

My father, who art in heaven, I bow before thy 
mercy ; and patiently abide my fentence. 



Thefe papers which will be delivered to you after 
my death, my dear friend, are not letters. Nor 
know I what to call them. They will exhibit, 
however, the pi£hire of a heart which has ever 
been your's more than any other man's. 



How liave I feen the poor foul affefted at that re- 
citative of Iphis in her favourite Jephtha I 

« Ye 
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** "Ye (acred priefts, whofe hands ne'er yet were 

flained ' 

" With human blood !** 

To think that I rtiould be her prieft, her mur- 
derer! In one of her letters flie tells me, Ij*ecol- 
led, that (he could die with pleafure by my hand, 
fhe is fure file could. Poor foul 1 Little did fhe 
think 

It is odd, but I know for a certainty that this 
recitative and the air which follows it, ** Farewel, 
&c.^ were the laft words-ihe ever fung. Now I 
muft fay, and may fay, experimentally^'-^—' 

**>Farewell, thou bufy world, where reign 
**HShort Aours of joy, ^ndyeare of pain I** 



I may mi add* 






Brighter fcenes I feek above, 
In the realms of peace and lo^eJ 



Love ! gracious God> this word in this placed at 
this timie I ^ 
Oh! 



I 



Newgate^ 



I ■ 
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Newgate, Ssnday, i8 April, ff. 
4 ia tfae moning. 

O, Charles, Charles— -tomaents, tortures! Hell» 
and worfe than hell ! 

When I bad finiihed my laft fcrap of paper, I 
thought I feh mjfelf compofed^ religned. Indeed, 
I was (b— I am fo now. 

I threw my wearied body— wearied. Heaven 
knows, more than any labourer's, with the work- 
ings of my mind — ^upon the floor of my dungeon. 

Sleep came uncalled, but only came to make me 
more completely curfed. 

This world was pad:, the nei^ was come f but, 
after that, no other world. All was revealed to 
me. My eternal fentence of mental miiery (from 
which there was no flight) of banifhment from the 
prefence of my father, of more than poetry e'er 
feigned or weaknefs feared, was paft, irrevocably 
pait. 

Her verdi6l too of puniihment was pronounced. 
Yes, Charles — fhe, ihe was punifhed-^aod by 
whofe means punifhed ? 

Even in her angel mind were failings, • which k 
is not wonderful 1 never faw, fince Omnifcience, it 
feemed, could hardly difcern them. O, Charles, 
thefe foibles, fo few, fo undifcernible, were flill, 
I thought in my dream, to be expiated. For my 

hand 
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Band fent her to heaven before her time, witk all 
lier few foibles on her head. 

Charles, I faw the expiation— tbefe eyes beheld 
her undergo the heavenly punifhment. 

That pad, fhe was called, 1 thought, to the 
reward of her ten thoufand virtues. 

Then, in rery deed, _ began ray hell, my worfe 
than woman ever dreamed of hell. Charles, I faw 
her, as plainly as I fee th? bars of my dungeon, 
through which the eye of day looks upon me now 
for almoft the laft time. Her face, her perfon 
were ftill more divine than when on earth — they 
were c«ft «new^ in angel moulds. Her mind too I 
beheld, as plainly as her face ; And all its features^ 
That was the fame— that was set capable of alur- 
atioa for the better. 

But, what (aw I elfe? That mind, that perfon, 
that face, that angel---was in the bofom of another 
angel Between us was a gulph, . a gulph impaflible ! 
I could not go to hei;, neither could Aie come to 
ne. 
No — nor did /he wiih it. There was the curfc. 
Charles, fhe faw me, where I was, deeped to 
the lips in mifery. She faWi^^; but without a 
tear, without one (igh. 

One iigh from her, I thought — and I could have 
borne all my fufFerings. 

A figh, a tear! She fmiled at all my fufFer- 
ings. Tesy fhe, even fhe, enjoyed the tortures, 

the 
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the wrackings of my foul. She bade fae» compani- 
on angel too enjoy thein. She feemed to feafi: upon 
my griefs ; -and only turned away her more than 
damning eyes, to turn them on her more than bleft 
companion. 
• Flames and brimftone — corporal fufiFerance — were 
paradife to fucb eternal mental hell as this. 

Oh ! how T rejoiced, how I wept, fobbed with 
joy, when 1 awoke, and difcovered it was only 
a dream, and found myfelf in the condemned cell of 
Neucgate. 



Mr. H. and Dr. V. neither of whom you know, I 
believe, are exceedingly kind to me. The latter 
writes to me, the former fees me, continually. 
Your poor H. finds more friends than he merits. 



Among my papers you will fee fome lines I wrote 
on reading Goethe\ • " Werther," tranflated from 
German into French, which, while I was in Ire- 
land, 

♦ Extract from the French Trahflator's preface to 

Werther. 

(Werther, traduit de I'AIlemande, Macftricht. 

1776. Second partie, p. 229.) 

Jeune homme fenlible ! quand tu eprouveras la 

premiere atteinte de la plus violente des padions 

pour un objct qui ne peut ^tre i toi, tu diras : tcl 

6toit 
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land, fhe refufed to lend me. When I returned to 
England, I made her let ine read it. But I never 
fhewed thefe lines to her, for fear they ihould make 
her uneafy. — Unhappy Werther ! » Still lels pretence 
hadft thou for luicide than 1. After quietly feeing 
thy Charlotte marry another man, without fo much 
as offering to marry her thyfelf ; hadft thou a right 
over ihy exifteiice becaufe fhe was not thy wife ? 
Yet waft thou lefs barbarous than I, for thou didft 
notfeektodie in her prefence — but neither didft: 
thou doubt her love. — ^We can neither of us hope 
for pardon. 

Lines found, after Werther*s deaths upon the 

ground by the piftol; 

If chance fome kindred fpirit fhould relate 

To future times unhappy Werther's fate; 

Should, in fome pityiiig, almoft pardoning age^ 

Confign my forrows to fome weeping page— 

And 

^toit I'^tat de Werther, le premier jonr quil vlt 
Charlotte. Ahf (1 je revoiscet objet qui porte le 
trouble dans mes fens, je Tadorerai tous les jours 
da vantage $ bientot je ioufFrirai les tourments que 
Werther ^prouva, bientot la langueur ou le d^fefpoir 
termineront ma malheurtufe cairiere ! Ou plus in- 

fbrtun^ 

t nde^ Sorrows «/ Werther, lattlj puhlijbed hj C. Jackfon. 
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And fliouM the ftflF«6ling page be htpljr read 
By (bme aew Charlotte, miiie will tfaca be dead-^ 
(Yes, ihe ikall die^— fole folece ef my love ! 
And we fhall aieet, for fo (he iaid, above)-^ 
O, Charlotte, M— *, by whaterer naane 
Thy faithfvl Werther hands thee de>irn to fame—' 
O be thou fitre thy Werther never knows 
The fatal ftory of my kindred woei i 

d« aotf fair one — by xny flibckinf^ end 

1 charge thee !— ^ not let thy feeling friend 
Shed bis iad ibrrows o*er iny tearful tale:-^ 
Example, fpite of precept, may prevail. 

Nay, much loved M. though a fond delire - 
To prove thy huiband, prove thy childrens^ ^re$ 
Tho' thefe, and other duties, thou muft know, 
Would hold hit hand from deathV forbiddeu 
blow— 

fortdn6 encore, peut-^tre la vertu s'^loignera de 
mon coeur i je chercherai & feduire cette femme ; 
and fi mes efforts font vains, je maiTacrerai Ton 
^poux — elli w^iw— Fuyonsf ^vitons le crime, ou 
rinfortune: aliens chercher dans d'autres climats 
I'oubli d*ua objet trop dangereux, & la jouiiTance 
de plaiiirs moins funefles* 

And yet, Elle mime had no effect on H«. 



Yet 



Yet might my gfoomy tale M\ Curtfy fhrovid 
His brighteft day in melaacboly^s cloud ; 
Yet might thy H. lead, to his laft breath 
A life more fhockmg than cren Wcrthcr's death. 

Ncwgitr, Sunday, 1 8 ApriU 7P> 
5 oVlock in chc afteroooiu 

Since 1 vrrote to you this mornijig I have mK)re 
tima once taken up my pen. For what can I do, 
which affords me more pleafurethan writing to iiich 
i friend as youare, and have been, to me ? 

Piea/uref Alas, what bufineis has fuch a wreteh 
as I with fuch a word as that ? However, pourisg 
myfe If ottt to yen th«s upon paper is, in fone 
meaivre, drawing off my Ibrrows—- ^ic » not 
thnlciag. 

Cruel G. f And ytt I can «xcttfe her. iihe 
knew not of what materials I was made. LordS. 
wiihed to preserve a treafure which ai^one wouM 
have prized. G. was employed to preftrve tho- 
treafure. And Ate fuCpe^ed not that my fovl, my 
cxiftcnce, were wrapped up in it. 



O, my dear Charles, that you could prevail up* 

on yourfelf to viiit this fad place! Aadyet-«<our 

mutual feelings would render the viiit ufeleis. So 

->*it is better thus. 

Now 
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Now, perhaps, you are enjoying a comfortable 
Und happy meal. There, again, my misfortunes ! 
Of happineijs and comfort, for the prefent, I have 
robbed you. H. has murdered happinc^fs. 

But this is the hour of dinner. How many are 
now comfortable and happy ? While I 

How many, again, with every thing to make 
them otherwife, are, at this moment, miferable ! 

The meat is done ^oo little, or too much — 
(Should the pen of fancy ever tate the trouble to 
invent letters for me, 1 iKould not be fuflFered to 
write to you thus, becaufe it would feem unnatural. 
Alas — they know not how gladly a wretch like 
me forgets himfelf) — ^The fervant, I fay, has bro- 
ken foniething— fome/r/VW (as the phrafe is) does 
oot make his promifed -appearance, and confe- 
quently is not eye*witnefs of the unneceffary 
difhes which th^ family pretends to be able to af- 
ford—or {om^ friend (again) drops in unexpectedly, 
and furprizes the family with no more diihesupon 
tlie table than are neceflary. 

Ye home-made wretches, ye ingenious inventors 
of' ills, before ye fufFer yourfclves to be foured 
and made miferable, for the whole remainder of 
this Sunday, by fome trifle or another, which does 
not deferve the name of accident, look here — 
behold, indeed, that mifery of which your difcon- 
tentednefs complains ! 

Peep 
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Peep through the giate of this my only habita- 
tion, ye who have town-houfes and country- 
hotifes. Look into my fouJ — recoil e6t in how few 
hours I am to die, die in what manner, die for 
what offence i 

Now, go, be crofs and quarrel with your wires, 
or your hufbands, or your Children, or your gueils 
— begin to curfe and to fwcar — and call Almighty 
God to wftnefs that yon are the moft miferable, 
unlucky, wretches upon the face of the earth— 
becaufe the meat is roafted half a dozen turns too 
much, or beca^ufe your cooks have not put enough 
of feafoning into your pies. 

I was obliged to lay down my pen. Such a pic- 
ture as this, in which myfelf made the principal 
figure, was rather too much. 



Good God ! — to look back over the dreadful in- 
terval between to-day and laft Odtober two years. 
What a tale would it make of woe ! Take warn- 
ing from me, my fellow creatures, and do not love 
like H. 



Still, 
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Whea tbeie loo(e» incoherent papers fiiall c«nc 
iato your hftads after mj dcath» k will afibrd you 
ibme confolation to know mj temper ef mind it 
Uft. 

Ckarles> as the ayrfe] fnomeiiit approaches, I feel 
6iy(e)f more, and tnore^ and more, cempofed, and 
caha, and refigned. 

It always, you know, was my opinion, that 
man cetild bear a great load of afit€lion better 
than a (mall one. I thought ih then — row I am 
fure of it. 1 his day fe'nmght 1 was BKui, perfectly 
mad. This afternoon I am all mildoeis. 

This day fe^nnight !— To look back is death, is 
hell. 'Tis almoll worie than t« look forward* 



Let me endeavour to get out of myfeff. 

In proof of that opioton which you always ridi- 
culed — go to the^ gaming table— obferve that ad- 
TCnturcr, who is come with the laft f^fty he can 
fcrape together. See — how he gnafhes his teeth, 
bites his fiO;s, and works all his limbs ! He has 
loft the firft throw — his 50 are reduced to 40. 
Obferve him now— with what compofure his arms 
are wrapped about him ! What a fmooth calm has 
fuddenly fucceeded to that dreadful ftorm which fo 

kCeJf 
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lately lore up hbwhole couateoance ! Wbeiice the 
veaibn think you? Has fortune fieikd on him? 
«— Dire^lj tbe*contrarj. His 40 arc now dwbdied 
away to five. His all, nay more, his very eakV- 
;ence, his refolution to live or die, <kpend mpoo 
this throw. Mark hiai — how calmly, how care* 
lefsly he eyes the box. I am not fure he does not 
alflioft wifh to lofe, that he may defy ill-luck, and 
tell her ihe has done her woxil. 

See—— 

— On a moment's point, th' important dje. 

Of life and death fpins doubtful ere it fallsy 

And lurns up-^eath. 
ril furrender my opinion for untenable, if a com- 
mon obTerver, from his coumtenance, would not 
rather point him out as the winner, than the agi- 
tated perfon yonder who really has won. 

Since I wrote what you lad read, I caught 
myfelf marching up and down my cell with the 
ftep of haugatinefs ; hugging myfelf in my . two 
arms i and muttering between 'my grating teeth, 
•** What a compleat wntch 1 am !" 



But*— is there not a Gedf Did not that God 
create me ? Does not that God know my heart, my 
whole, heart ? Oh ! yes^ yes, yts ! 

To-morrow then— And let to-morrow come— 1 

am prepared* * 

God 
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God (who knows my heart, and will judge me, 
I truft, by that heart) knows it is not with a view 
to diminiih my own guilt, the magnitude and 
enormity whereof I" acknowledge — ^but — let not 
thofe, who furvire me, flatter th^mfelves that afl 
the guilt of mankind goes to the grave, to the gal- 
lows (gracious heaven) with H. 

I fhall leave behind me culprits of the fame kind 
«f niyfelf — culprits who will not make my trifling 
atonement of an ignominious death. Oh may they 
fee their crimes, and weep over them before they 
are confronted with the injured parties at the foot- 
ftool of the throne of the God of heaven ! 

Thefe are crimes (as indeed are all the crimes of 
men, however noifelefs or inaudible) with which 
the liftening angel flies up to heaven's chancery— 
but thefe are not they upon which the recording 
angel drops a tear as he notes them down. The 
pencil of eternity engraves fuch crimes as thefe on 
adamantine tablets, which fliall endure to the end 
of time.. Mine, mine, perhaps, may head the 
lift. 

Be merciful, OGod! be merciful? 

Reflexion in this world is almoft worfe than the 
word which offended Omnipotence can inflidl upon 
me in the next. I mu ft fly from ih 



And 
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And are there not crimes as bad as mine ? It is 
little my intention to argue away the badncfs of 
my crime.--but there furcly are, and worfe. 

Let that gallant, gay, young gentleman yonder 
hold up his hand. Y.es, fir — yOu I firft arraign, 
•Not for breach of friendfhip, not for falfe oaths to 
credulous virgins, not for innocence betrayed — 
thefe are no longer crimes ; thefe are the accom- 
plifliments'of our age. Sir, you are 'indifkd for 
flow and deliberate murder. — Put not on that con- 
fident air, that arrogant fmile of contempt and de- 
fiance. Demand not with a fneer to have t.he wit- 
nefl'es produced who were prefent when you (truck 
the ftroke of death. Call not aloud for the bloxxi- 
flained dagger, the dry-drawn bowl, the brain- 
. fplaflied piftol. Are thefe the only inftruments of 
death ? You know they are not. Murder is never 
at a lofs for weapons. 

Sir, produce your wife. S^, feel— what 
indignation fiafhes in his eyes! A murderer, and 
tiie murderer of his wife ! May the calumniator — ! 
— Sir, no imprecations, no oaths ; tho.^e are what 
betrayed that wife. You did not plant a dagger 
in her breaft j but you planted there grief, difeafe, 
death. She, fir, who gave you all, was deftroy- 
ed, was murdered by your ill ufage. And not fud- 
denly, not without giving her time to know what 
was to happen. She faw the lingering ftroke, ihe 
perceived the impoflibility to avoid it j /he felt it 
tenfold from the hands of a much-loved hufband. 

L ^ Were 
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Were thefe fcraps of paper to be fcen by anjr 
other i^yt than your's, common people -woukl won- 
dcr that, in proportion as the moment drew nearer, 
J got further and further from myfelf. It may be 
contrary to the rules of criticks, but fo it is. — To 
think, or to write about myfelf, is death* is hell. 
My feelings will not iuffer ms to date ihefe differ- 
ent papers any more. 



Let me pay a fmall tribute of praife — How often 
have you and I complained of familiarity's blunt- 
ing the edge of every fenfe on v^hich fhe lays her 
hand ^ At her bidding, beaaty fades even in the 
eyes of love ; and the fon of pity fmiles at for- 
row's bleeding breaft. In her prefcnce, who is he 
that flill continues to behold the fcene of delight, 
or that ft ill hears the voice of mourning ? What 
then is the praife of that gaoler, who in the midft 
of inlfery, and crimes, and death, fets familiarity 
at defiance, and ftill prefcrves the feelings of a 
man ^ The author of the life of Sanjage gives cele- 
brity to the Criftol gaoler, by whofe humanity the 
latter part of that ftrange man*s life was rendered 
more comfortable. Shall no one give celebrity to 
the prcfent keeper of Newgate.? Mr. Akerman 
marks every day of his exiftence, by more than 
one fuch deed as this. — Know, yc rich and power- 
ful, 
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ful, ye who might fave hondreds of your fellow- 
creatures, from ftarving, by the fv/eepings of your 
tables — ^ICnoW, that, among the various feelings 
of almoll every wretch who quits Newgate for 
Tyburn, a concern' neither lall nor lead is that 
which he feels upon leavia^ the gaol of which this 
man is the keeper. , 



But I can now no longer ftyfroni myfelf. In a. 
few fliort hours the hand which is now writing to 
you, the hand which 

I will not diftrefs eitheryou or myfelf. My life I 
owe to the laws of my country, and I will pay the 
debt. How I felt for poor Dodd ! Well — you 
fhall hear that I died like a man and a chriftian. I 
cannot have a better Iruft than in the mercy of aa 
all-juft God. And, in your letters, when you. 
ihall thefe unhappy deeds relate, tell of me as I 
am. 1 forget the pafTage, 'tis in Othello. 

You mutl fulFer me to mention the tenderncfs and 
greatnefs of mind of my dear B. The lad mo-* 
ments of my life cannot be better fpent than ia 
recording this complicated adl of friend/liip and 
humanity. When we parted, a ta& too much for 
us both, he afked mc if there was any thing for 
which I wiilied to live. . Upon his prefling me, I 
acknowledged I was uoeafy, very uneafy, left 

L 2 Lord 
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Lord S. might withdraw an allowance of. 5*0 pounds 
a year, which I knew he made to* her father. 
** Then," faid B. fqueezing my hand, burfting in- 
to tears, and hurrying out of the room, '* I will 
** allow it him." The aflfeftionate manner in which 
he fpokc of my S. would have charmed you. God 
for ever blefs and profper. him f and my S. and 
you ! and 

(l^he nite ivhich fsUinvs nuas ivritten *wUh a pencil. 
All that 'was legible is here pnferveJf though thefenfe 
is incomplete,) 

LETTER LXIV. 
To the Same. 

My dear Charles, 

Farewell for ever in this world ! I die a 
fincere chriftian and penitent, and every 
thing I hope that you can wifh me. Would 

it prevent my example's having any bad 
effect if the woild fliould know how I ab- 
hor my former ideas of filicide, my crime, 



will be the beft judge. Of 

her 
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her fame I charge you to be careful. My 
poor S. will 



Your dying H. 

LETTER LXV. 

From Charles Efq. 

To General . 

ao Augull, 1779. . 

My dear fiiend, 

The coach, which paflts through 

— • to-morrow, will leave a large pack- 
et for you at the George. When your 
fcivant goes to the ppft, he may enquire, 
for it. The contents are copies of fuch 
letters as explain the incredible tale of that 
poor friend of mine, whom you were kii.d 
enough to patronise while he remained in 
your profcffion, and to aifift in promoting 
after he. quitted it. Youi's of the 'latter 

L 3 . end 
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end of laft month on the fubjeft.of his 
death, convinces me you will not be angry 
with me for giving you a fight of thefe 
letters. There were many . more among 
^he papers which he fealed up for me on the 
morning of his death ; but as they are 
more private, and lefs neceflary to the 
^ory, I have deftroyed them. 

Your memory will, I know, recolle<5t 
Rochefoucault's reflection — Si on jtige de 
V amour par la ph\-part defes effets, il rejembk 
plus a la haine qu* a Pamitie, 

One very important fa£t ftruck me on 
confidering this melancholy bufinefs. In 
our recoUevftion three perfons, either ex- 
teniporaneouQy or deliberately, have deter- 
mined to fhoot, firft the objeAs of their 
fury, and then themfelves — Stirn, who kill- 
ed Mathews in 1761 ; Ceppi, whom H. 
mentions ; and poor H. himfelf. They 
all three fucceeded in the firft inftance, and 
all three failed in the fecond. ' 

If A^hat I am told be true, whatafcene 
muft have been exhibited at the Shakef- 

peare, 



m. 
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peare, foon after the cataftrophe ! H. was 
indulged with a fight of her body. While 
he was contemplating the efFed of his 
madnefs (for madnefs it furely muft have 
been) two or three people ruflied in, who, 
arriving too late for the entertainment, 
heard of the murder, and came to learn 
the name of the viftim. die of ihefe im- 

mediately recoUefted H. immediately 

recognized Mifs , was, in faCi, Lord 

S . What a groupe for painting ! 

Were it not unneceflary, when his pic- 
ture is drawn at fuch full length in thefe 
letters, I would give you a llietch of the 
amiable man, whom, in fo many years, 
and in fo many different fcenes, I never 
had occafion but to love till the moment he 
abhorred himfelf. To make refleftions on 
his ftory, would be to wiite a volume. 
The pamphlet called *' Cafe and Memoirs" 
is a miferable bufinefs ; and may do that 
very mifchief of which H. was aware* 

** // is truiy" we are told by the author, ** that 
** in his own life he had a property ; and by the 

** laws 
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" laws of nature, he might have difpofed of it, it 
** he pleated— but, // tmrf he /aid, he had none in 

** Mifs 's, and, as juchy that he had no right 

** to take it from her. Reafon may fupport this 
** argument ; but is nothing favourable to be faid 
•* for a man who prefers death to life, becaufe 
** that life is made wretched by a capricious and a:i 
" ungrateful woman ? Page xi. 

How very diflerently dees the poor man 
himfelf talk in one of his Newgate papers 
to me, which I have to fent you ! 

" The torture of my Kituation is this, that not a 
** word can be faid in mv favour, unlefs you will 
** fay I am mad. But God knows I poifefs all my 
** fciifes and feelings much too exquifitely. Yet 
** this ii not the part of my crime io: which I am 
** always anoll forry. Often, very often, I confi- 
" fider my crime with refpeft to the influence it 
** may have upon the world. An example repre- 
** fented in life by vice, ha^ more effcd than a pre- 
**cept preached by virtue. No one will imitate 
*« me in murdering the objecl of his kve^" but I 
•* may be confidered by defpair, or by folly, as 
**^another precedent in favour of the propriety of 
*' fu'ciJe. Perhaps, if thefe initances of defpe- 
. ** rate cowardice did not go out to this country, 
" through the channels of our papers, by which 



" means 
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" means they are ftored up as authorities againft a 
'* difappointment or a gloomy day,- filicide would, 
** with lefs propriety j be termed an Anglicifm, Oh 
** Charles, could the impercieptlble, but indifputa- 
** ble, magnetifm of this part of my flory be de- 
** ftroyed, could my countrymen know how I abhor 
this part of my crime, how thoroughly I was 
ever convinced (except during my phrenzy) and 
" how perfectly I am now perfuaded, that our own 
" U^ves are no more at oar difpofalsy than the limes of 
" our fellonu creatures^ I iliould expire in fomething 
" lefs of mental torture I" 

Worthy foul ' while we abhor, we pky 
and refpedt : and fo will pofterity. That 
juftice which condemned thee to death can- 
not refufe a figh, a tear to thy virtues. 
Reft, reft, perturbed fpirit ! Thy Charles, 
when time (hall have a little healed the 
wound made in his friendfliip, will find 
fome way to tell the world thy dying 
wi(h. 

My dear General, . 

Ever your*s 

Charles ^ — : 

How 



M 
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How poor, how rich, how abjedt, how au^uft. 
How complicate, how wop.L^erful, is man! 
How pafllng wonder he who made hiiu fuch I 
Who centered in our make fuch ftrange extremes f 
From different natures marvcloufly mixt 
Connexion exquifite of diftart worlJ^ I 
DiilinguiHit link in beings endlels chain ! 
Midway from nothing to the Dahy I 
A beam ethereal, fuUicd and abforpi ? 
Though fullied and difiionourcJ, itill divine f 
Dim miniature of greatnefs abl'blute ! 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of dud f 
Helplcfs imm-rtal ! Infed infinite I 
A w Jrm ! a God ! — I tremble at myfeJf, 
And in myfelf am loftf 
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